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Prologue ſpoken by Mrs. Cook the firſt Day, 
Written by Mrs. Behr. 


Ith that aſſurance we to day addreſs, 
As ſtandard Beauties, certain of Succeſs. 

With carelef» Pride at once they charm and vex, 
And ſcorn the little Cenſures of their Sex. 
Sure of the unreg arded Spoyl, deſpiſe 
The needleſs Aﬀettation of the Eyes, 
The ſoftening Lanowiſhment that faintly warms, 
But truſt alone to their reſiſt leſs Charms. 
So we ſecur*d by undiſputed Wit, 
Diſdain the damning Malice of the Pit, 
Nor need falſe Arts to ſet great Nature off, 
Or ſtudied Tricks to force the Clap and Langh. 
Te V/Vou?d-be-Critichs, you are all undone, 
For here's no Theam for you to work upon. 
Faith ſeem to talk to Jenny, 1 a 
Y who, likes who, and how Loves Markets riſe. 

ry theſe hard Times how to abate the Price ; 
Tell her how cheap were Damſels on the Ice. 
"Monet City-V Vives, and Daughters that came there, 
How far a Guinny went at Blanket-Fair. The Fair on the 
Thus you may find ſome good Excuſe for failing Thames (o called. 
Of your beloved Exerciſe of Railing. 
That when Friend cryes — How did the Play ſucceed ? 
Deme, I hardly minded —what they did. 
IVVe ſhall not your Ill-nature pleaſe to day, 
VVith ſome fond Scriblers new uncertain Play, 
Looſe as vain Touth, and tedious as dull Age, 
Or Love and Honour that ore-runs the Stage. 
Fam'd and ſubſtantial Authors give this Treat, 
And twill be ſolemn, Noble all and Great. 
VVit, facred VVit, is all the bus neſs here, 
Great Fletcher, and the Greater Rocheſter. 
Now name the hardy Man one fault dares find, , 
In the vaſt VVork of two ſuch Heroes joyw'd. 
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- None but Great Strephon's ſoft and pow'rfut VVit 
| Durſt undertake to mend what Fletcher writ. 
Different their beav'nly Notes ; yet both agree 
To make an everlaſting Harmony. 
Liſten ye Virgins to ht charming Song, 
Eternal Muſick dwelt upon his Tongue. 
' The Gods of Love and V Vit inſpir d his Pen, 
And Love and Beauty was his glorious Theam. 


Now Ladies you may celebrate his Name, 
VVithout a ſcandal on your ſpotleſs Fame. 
VVith Praife his dear lowd Memory purſue, 
And pay his Death, what to his Life was due. 


Prologue to YALENTINITAN. 
Spoken by Mrs. Cook the ſecond Day. 


, F7 $ not your eaſineſs to give Applauſe, 
This long hid Jewel into publick draws 

Our matchleſs Author, who to V Vit gave Rules, 

Scornus Praiſe, that has been proſtitute to Fools. 

To fattious Favour, the fale Prop and Fence 

Of Hackney-Scriblers, he quits all Pretence, C 
And for their Flatteries brings you Truth and Sence. 

Things we onr ſelves confeſs ta be unfit 

For ſuch, ſide-Boxes, and for ſuch a Pit. 

To the fair Sex ſome Complement were due, 

Did they not flight themſefwes in liking. you. ; 

How can they here for Judges be thong bt fit 

VV ho daily your ſoft Nonſence take for WV1t ; 

Do on your ill-bred Noiſe for Humour doat, 

And chooſe the Man by the embroider'd Coat ? 

Our Author low'd the youthful and the fair, 

But even in thoſe their Follies conld not ſpare ; 

Bid them diſcreetly uſe their preſent ſtare, 

Be Friends to Pleaſure, when they pleaſe no more ; 


© 


Deſir'd the Ladies of matwrer Apes, 
If ſome remaining Spark their Hearts enrages, $ 
At home to quench their Embers with their Pages. 
Pert, patch'd, and painted, there to ſpend their days ; 
Not crowd the fronts of Boxes at new Plays : 

Advis'd young (ighing Fools to be more preſſing, 

And Fops of Forty to give over dreſſing. 

By this he got the Envy of the Age, 

No Fury's like a libelPd Blockhead*s Rage. 

Hence ſome deſpis'd him for his want of VP it, 

And others ſaid he too obſcenely writ. 

Dull Niceneſs, emviow of Mankind"s Delight, 
Abortive Pang of Vauity and Spite ! 

It ſhows a Maſters Hand, 'twas Virgils Praiſe, 
Things low and abject to adorn and raiſe, 

The Sun on Dunghils ſhining is as bright, 

As when his Beams the faireſt Flowers invite, : 
But all weak Eyes are hurt by too much Light. 

Let then theſe Owls againſt the Eagle preach, 

And blame thoſe Flights which they want VV, ing to reach. 
Like Falſtaffe let 'em conquer Heroes dead, 

And praiſe Greek Poets they cou'd never read, | 
Criticks ſhould perſonal Quarrels lay aftde, 

The Poet from the Enemy divide. 

"Twas Charity that made ow Author write, 

For your Inftruttion *tis we Aft to night ; 

For ſure no Age was ever known before, 

VV anting an Acius and Lucina more. 


— 
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Prologue intended for Y 4A LENTINIAN, 
to. be ſpoken by Mrs. Barrey. 


TOw would you have me rail, ſwell, and look big, 
N Like rampant Tory over conchant Whig, 

As ſpit-fire Bullies ſwagger, ſwear, and roar, 

And brandiſh Bilbo, when the Fray is gre. 
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Muſt we huff ow when we're por by none ? 

But Poets are moſt. fierce on thoſe wb'are down. 
Shall I jeer Popiſh Plots that once did fright us, 
And with moſt bitter Bobs taunt little Titus ? 
Or with ſharp Style, on ſneaking Trimmers fall, 
Who civilly themſelves Pradential call ? 

Tet Witlings to true Wits as ſoon may riſe, 

As a prudential Man can ere be wife. 

No, even the worſt of all yet Twill ſpare, 

{he naiſcous Floater, changeable as Air, 

A naſty thing, which on the ſurface rides, | 
Backward and forward with all turns of Tides. 

' An Audience 1 will not Jo courſely uſe ; 

"Tis the lewd way of every common Mule. 

Let Grubſtreet- Pens ſuch mean Diverſion find, 
But we have Subjetts of a nobler kind. 

We of legitimate Poets fing the praiſe, 

No kin to th' ſparious Iſſue of theſe days. 

But ſuch'as with deſert their Laurels gain'd, 
And by true Wit immortal Names obtain'd. 


With Love, and Honour grac'd that flouriſhing Stage, 
And Pevery Paſſion did the Mind engage, 
They ſweetneſs firſt into our Language brought, 


Two like Wit-Conſuls rul'd the former Ape, c 


They all the Secrets of man's Nature fought, 
And laſting Wonders they have inconjunition wroug ht. 


Now joyns 4 third, a Genius as ſublime 
As ever flouriſh'd in Rome's happieſt time. 
As ſharply could he wound, as ſweetly engage, 
As ſoft his Love, and as divine his Rage. 
He charm'd the tendereſt Virgins to delight, 
And with his Style did fierceſt Blockheaas fright. 
Some Beauties here I ſee— 
Though now demure, have felt his ponw"rful Charms, © 
And languiſh'd in the circdl of his Arms. 
But for ye Fops, his Satyr reach'd ye all, - 
Under his Lafh your whole vaſt Herd did fall. 
Oh fatal loſs ! that mighty Spirit"s gone ! 
Alas ! his too great heat went out $00 ſoon ! 


So fatal it vaſtly to excel ; 
Thus young, thus mourn'd, bis lovd Lucreting fell. | 


And now ye little Sparks who infeft the Pit, 
Learn all the Reverence due to ſacred Wit. 
Diſturb not with your empty noiſe each Bench, 

or break your baway Jeſts to th Orange-wench ; 
Nor in that Scene of Fops, the Gallery, | 
Vent your No-wit,, and Btem Railler : 
That noifie Place, where meet all ſort of Tools, 
Your huge fat Lovers, and conſumptive Fools, 
Half Wits, and Gameſters, and gay Fops, whoſe Tasks 
Are daily to imvade the crows Mut, F 
And all ye little Brood of Poetaſters, 
Amend and learn to write from theſe your Maſters. 
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Drammatris 
PERSON A. 


Valeminia Emperor. - 
fEcins The Roman General. 
Maximws .. Lieutenant nn. 


A Captain. | 


Servants to th* Emperor. 
An Eunuch belonging to Maximys. 


_ Witeto Maximus. 


Marcellina 


Ardeliia 


SI: 
Lewd Women belonging tothe Court. 
horba 


| 
| 
? 
; 
| Ladies attending Lucina. 


Friends to /&cus,and Servants to the Emperor, 
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ACT. I SCEN. I. 


The Curtain flies up with the Muſick of Trumpets 
and Kettle-Drums ; and diſcovers the Emperor paſſing through to 
the Garden, Attended with a great Court. Acius and Maxumus 


ſtay behind. 
Maximus. AEcins. 


Max. F YReat is the Honour, which our Emperor 
Does by his trequent Viſits throw on Maximws; 
Not leſs than thrice this Week has his Gay-Court, 
With all its Splendor ſhin'd within my Walls : 
Nor does this glorious Sun beſtow his Beams 
Upon a barren Soyl, My happy Wite, 
Fruitful in Charms for Yalentinian's Heart, 
Crowns the ſott Moments of each welcome Hour, 
With ſuch variety of ſucceſſive Joys, - | 
That Loſt in Love, when the long Day is done, 
He willingly would give his Empire up 
For the Enjoyment ot a Minute more, 
While F—— 
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Made glorious through the Merit of my Wife, 
Am at the Court ador'd as much as She, 
As if the vaſt Dominion of the World 
He had Exchang'd with me for my Lucina. 
Acius. | rather with he would Exchange his Paſſions, 
Give = his Thirſt of Love for Yours of Honour. 
And leaving you the due poſſeſſion 
Of your juſt Wiſhes in. Lacixa's Arms, 
Think how he may by force of Worth and Virtue, 
Maintain the Right of his Imperial Crown, 
Which he neglects for Garlands made of Roſes; 
Whilſt, in diſdain of hisill-guided Youth, 
Whole Provinces fall off, and ſcorn to have 
Hyn for their Prince, who is his Pleaſures Slave. 
Max. I cannot blame the Nations, - Noble Friend, 
For falling oft ſo faſt from this wild man, 
When, under our Allegiance be it ſpoken, 
And the moſt happy 'Fye of our Aﬀections, 
The whole World groans beneath him : By the Gods, 
Tde rather bea Bondfſlave to his Panders, 
Conftraind by Power to ſerve their vicious Wills, 
Thanbear the Infamy of being held 
A Favourite to this fowl flatterd Tyrant. 
Where lives Vertue, 
Honour, Diſcretion, Wiſdom 2 Who are call'd 
And choſen to the ſteering of his Empire, 
But Whores and Bawds and Traitors! Oh my Acins, 
The Glory of-a Souldier, and the Truth 
Of men made up for Goodneſs ſake, like ſhells 
Grow to the rugged Walls for want of Action, 
Only your kappy felt and T that love you,, 
Which is a larger means to me than Favour — | 
Zcivs. No more, my worthy Friend, tho' theſe be Truths, ' 
And tho' theſe Truths would ask a Reformation, 
At leaſt a little Mending——Yet remember 
We are but SubjeQts, Maximes, Obedience 
To what is done;:-And Grief for what's.ill done, 
Is all we can call Ours, The Hearts of Princes 
Are bke the Temples of the Gods: 2m Incenſe, 
(Till ſome unhallow'd Hands defile their Offerings,) 


- 


Burns 


VATENTINTAN. 
Burns ever there. We mult not put 'em out 

Becauſe the Prieſts, who touch theſe Sweets are wicked. 
We dare not, Deareſt Friend ; Nay more, we cannot 
(While we conſider whoſe we are, and- how, 

To what Laws bound, much more to what Lawgiver, 
While Majeſty is made tobe obey'd ; 

And not enquir'd into. 
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Max. Thou beſt of Friands and Men, whoſe wiſe inſtruftions 


Are not leſs charitable, weigh but thus much, 
Nor think I ſpeak it with Ambition , 
For by the Gods I do not. Why my Acius, 
Why are we thus? or how became thus wretched ? 
Zcins. You'l fall again into your Fit. 
Max. I will not 
Or are we now no more the Sons of Romans, 
No more the followers of their mighty Fortunes / 
But conquer'd Gazls, And Quivers for the Parthians : 
Why is the Emperor, this Mag we honour, 
This God that ought to be, 
Fcius. Youare too curious. 
Max. Give me leave, — Why is this Author of us 2 
Acins. 1 dare not hear you ſpeak thus. 
Max. T1 be modeſt, 
Thus led away, thus vainly led away, 
And we beholders/ Miſconceive me not, 
I ſow no Danger in my Words ; but wheretfore 
And to what end are we the Sons of Fathers 
Famous and faſt to Rome ! Why are their Virtues 
Stampt in the Dangers of a thouſand Battels, 
Their HonoursTime out-daring 
I think for our Example. 
Mins. You ſpeak well. 
Max. Why are we Seeds of thoſe then to ſhake hands 
With Bawds and baſe Informers? Kiſs Diſcredit, 
And 7 like a Miſtreſs 2 = 0+ opiiſh 
You' "Emperor's young, and apt to take 
Ingenta from his Pleafures # 
Yet even his Errors have their good Effects, 
For the ſame temper whuch inclines . 
His Mindto does his _ defend 
2 
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From ſavage thoughts'of Cruelty and Blood, 

Which throu' the fireets of Rome in ſtreams did flow 

From Hearts of Senators under the Reigns 

Of our ſeverer Warlike Emperors? 

While under this ſcarcely one Criminal 

Meets the hard Sentence of the dooming'Law, 

And the whole World diflolv'd into a Peace, 

Owes its Security to this Mans Pleaſures ; 

But Arins Le-ſincere,. do not defend 

Actions and Principles your Soul abhors. 

You know this Virtue 45 his greateſt Vice : 

Impunity is the higheſt Tyranny : 

And what the fawning Court nuſcals his Pleaſures, 

Exceeds the Mederation of a Man : 

Nay to ſay juſtly, Friend, they are loath'd Vices, 

And fuch as ſhake our Worths with Foreign Nations. 
Zcins. You ſearch the Sore too deep ; andiet me tell you 

In ary Other man, thus had been Treaſon; 

And fo rewarded : Pray depreſs your Spirit ; 

For tho' 1 conſtantly believe you honeſt, 

(You were-no Friend for me elſe) ; and what now 

* You freely ſpeak, But good you owe to the Empire, 

Yet take heed, Worthy Maximws, all Ears 

Hear not with that diſtin&ion mine do, few you'l find 

Admoniſhers, but Urgers of your Actions, 

And to the Heavieſt (Friend) and pray conſider 

We are but Shadows, Motions others grve'us, 

And tho' our Pities may become the Times," 

Our Powers cannot, nor may'we juſtifie 

Our private Jealouſies, by open Force, 

Wife or whar Elſe to me it matters not, 

[ am your Friend, but durſt my own. Soul urge me, - 

And by that Soul I ſpeak my juſt Aﬀettions, 

To turn my hand from Truth, which is Obedience, 

And give the Helmmy Virtue hokds, to Anger, 

Tho'I had both the Bleflings of the Bruts . 

And both their inſtigations, tho' my Cauſe | 11 | 

Carry'd a Faceof Judi beybodheirs, 50 tom 21 

And as I am a Servant to my Fortunesgr''1 | © | 

That daring Soul that firſt taught Diſobegtence, 

Should feel rhe firſt Example. 


——_—- 


Max. Miſtake me not my deareſt: #cius, * \ 
Do not believe that mean Jealouſic "Te: 
How far th'Emperor's Paſſion may prevail 
On my Lucina's thoughts to our Diſhonour, 
That I abhor the Perlon-of my Prince, 
Alas / That Honour were a trivial 'Loſs 
. Which ſhe and I want merit to preſerve ; y 
Virtue and Maximas are plac'd too near 
Lucina's Heart, to leave him ſuch a fear, 
No privateloſs or wrong, inflames my Spirits, 
The Roman Glory , Acins, languithes ; 
I am concern'd for Rome, and tor the World, 
And when th'Emperor pleaſes to afford 
Time trom his Pleaſures, to take care of thoſe, 
T am his Slave, and have a Sword and Life 
Still ready for his Service. 
Acius. Now you are brave, 
And like a Roman juſtly are concern'd : 
But fay he be to blame. Are theretore we 
Fit Fires topurge him? No, My Deareſt Friend, 
The Elephant is-never won with Anger,” 
Nor muſt that man who would reclaim a:Lion: 
Take him by the Teeth, 
Our honeſt Ations, and the Truth that breaks '* 
Like Morning from our Service chaſt and bluſhing, | 
Is that that pulls a Prince back, then he ſees 
And not till then truly repents his Errors. 
Max. My Heart agrees'with yours : I take your Council;', | 
The Emperor appears; let us withdraw I; 
And as We both dolove him, may he flouriſh. Exennt« Fn 
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Enter Valentinian and Lucina. | 


Val. Which way, Dackia, hope you toeſcape, 
The Cenſures both of-'T'yrannous and Proud, + 
While your. Admirers languiſh by your Eyes 


And at your fect- an Emperor deſpairs'/ | 
Gods ! Why was I mark'd out of all your Brood : p d. 
To ſuffer tatrielyrunders mortal 'hate > + * io 


Is it not I that do protec your Shrines 2 - + 


5s Te TRAGEDY'# 
Am Author of your Sacrifice and Pray'rs 2 
Forc'd by whole great Commands the knowing World 
Submits to own your Beings and your Power. 
And muſt I feel the Torments of Negle& 2 
Betray'd by Love to bethe Slave of Scorn 2 
But 'tis not you, Poor harmleſs Deities, 
That can make Yalentinian ſigh and mourn ! 
Alas! All Power is in Lucinas Eyes / 
How ſoon could I ſhake off this heavy Earth 
Which makes me little lower than your ſelves, 
And fit in Heaven an Equal with the firſt ; 
But Love bids me purſue a Nobler Aim. 
Continue Mortal, and Lucina's Slave, 
From whoſe fair Eyes, would pity take my part, 
And bend her Will to fave a bleeding Hearr, 
I in Her Arms ſuch Bleſſings ſhou'd obtain, 
For which th'unenvy'd Gods might wiſh in vain. 
Luacin. Ah! Ceaſe to tempt thoſe Gods and Virtue too / 
Great Emperor of the World an4 Lord of me / 
Heaven has my Life ſubmitted to your Will / 
My Honour's Heav'ns, which will preſerve its own. 
How vile a thing am I when that is gone / 
When of my Honour you have rifl'd me, 
What other Merit have I to be yours 2 
With my fair Fame let me your Subjett live, 
And fave that Humbleneſs you ſmile u 
Thoſe Gracious Looks, whoſe brightneſs ſhou'd rejoy ce, 
Make your poor Handmaid tremble when ſhe thinks 
That they appear like Lightning's fatal Flaſh, 
Which by deſtructive Thunder 1s perſu'd, 
Blaſting thoſe Fields on which it ſhin'd before / 
And ſhou'd the Gods abandon worthleſs Me 
A Sacrifice to ſhame and to diſhonour ; 
A Plague to Rome, and Blot to Ceſar's Fame / 
For what Crime yet unknowa ſhall Maximus 
By Me and Ceſar be made infamous 2 
A — and _—— Lord / 
true, ſo brave, ſo gen'rous 
Who ncer knew fault : Why! ſhou'd he fall to Shame 2 
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Val. Sweet Innocence / Als! Your Maximus 


hom I like you eſteem / ) is in no Danger 
De and Allegiance be no ſhame / 
Have I not Prators through the ſpacious Earth 
Who in my Name do mighty Nations ſway 2 
Enjoying rich Dominions in my Right , 
Their Temporary Governments | change, 
Divide or take away, as I ſee good ; 
And this they think noInjury nor Shame ; 
Can you believe your Husband's Right to you 
Other than what from me he does derive ? 
Who juſtly may recall = own at pleaſure ; 
Am I not Emperor > This World my own 2 
Given me without a Partner by the S 2 
And ſhall thoſe Gods who gave me all, allow 
That one leſs than my ſelf thould have a Claim 
To you the Pride and Glory of the whole 2 


You, without whom the reſt is worthleſs droſs ; 


Life a baſe Slavery, Empire but a Mock : 
And Love, the Soul of all, a bitter Curſe / 
No, only Bleſſing, Maximus and I 


Muſt change our Provinces, the World ſhall bow 


Beneath my Scepter, graſp'd in his ſtrong hand 
Whoſe Valour may reduce rebellious Slaves, 
And wiſe Pon] ſecure the reſt : 


In all thoſe Rights the Gods to me have given ; 


While I from tedious Toils of Empire free, 
The ſervile Pride of Government deſpiſe / 


Find Peace and Joy, and Love and Heav'n in Thee, 


And ſeek tor all my Glory in thole Eyes. 


Lucina. Had Heav'n deſign'd for me ſo great a Fate, 


As Ceſar's Love I ſhou'd have been preſerv'd, 
By careful Providence for Him alone, 
Not offer'd up at firſt to Maximus ; 


For Princes ſhould not mi with their Slaves, 
Nor ſeek to quench theirThurſt in troubled ſtreams. 
Nor am 1 fram'd with thoughts fir for a Throne. 


To be commanded ſtill has been my Joy ; 
And toobey the height of my Ambition. 


When young in Anxous Cares I ſpent the Day, 
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Trembling, 
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Trembling for fear leaſt each unguided ſtep 
Should tread the paths-of Error and of Blame : 
Till Heav'n in gentle pity ſent my Lord, 

In whoſe Commands my Wiſhes meet their end, 
Pleasd and fecure while following his Will ; 
Whether to liveor die I cannoterr. 

You like the Sun, Great Sir, are plac'd above, 

I, alow Mirtle, in the humble Vale, 

May flouriſh by your diſtant infinence, 

But ſhould you bend your Glories nearer me, 
Such fatal Favour withers me to duſt 

Or I aa fooliſh gratitude deſire 


To kiſs your {cet, by whom we live and grow, 


To ſuch a height I thould in vain aſpire, 
VVho am already rooted here below 
Fixt in my Maximas's BreaſtT lic / 
Torn from that Bed, like gather'd Flow'rs, I dic. 
Val. Ceale to oppreſs me with a thouſand Charms / 
There needs no fuccour to prevailing Arms / 
Your Beauty had fubdu'd my Heart before, 
Such Vurtue could alone enfJave me more: 
It you love Maximus to this degree / 
How would you be in Love, Did youlove Me > 
In Her, who to a Husband is ſo kind, 
VVhat Raptures might a Lover hope to find 2 
F burn, Lwcina, like a Field of Corn 
By flowing ſtreams of kindled Flames ore-born c 
'/ Vhen North-winds drive the Torrent with a ſtorm, 
Theſe Fires into my Boſom you have thrown, 
And muſt in pity quench 'em in your own : 
Heav'n, when it gave your Eyes th' Inflaming pow'r 
VVhich was ordained to caſt an Emperor 
Into Loves Feaver, kindly did impart 
That Sea of Milk to bathe his burning Heart. 
Throw all thoſe Joys. LLays hold on Her. 
 Lucina. Hold, Sir, for Mercy's fake—— 
Love will abhor whatever Force can take. 


" I may perhaps perſuade my ſelf in time 


Thar this is Duty which»now ſeems a Cr:me; 


Þ- 
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My Bteaſt or Yours with it ſhou'd deſire. 

Val. Fly to their Altars ſtrait, and let 'em know 

Now is their time to make me Friend or Foe, 
' If to my Withes they your Heart incline, | 
Or tare no longer Favourites of _ mine. CExit Lucina. 
Ho Chylax, Proculps ? 


Enter Chylax, Proculus, Balbus and Lycin. 


As ever you do hopeto be by me 

Protected in your boundlefs Infamy, 

For Diſleluteneſs cherifh'd, lov'd and prais'd 

On Pyramids of your own Vices raisd, 

Above the reach of Law, Reproof or Shame, 
Aſhiſt me now to quench my raging Flame. 

Tis not as heretotorea Lambent Fire, 

'Raisd by ſome common Beauty in my Breaſt, 
Vapours from Idleneſs or looſe Deſire, 

By each new Motion eaſily: ſuppreſt, 

But a fixt Heat that robs me of alt reſt. 

Before my Dazled Eyes cou'd you now place - 

A thouſand willing Beauties to allure 

And give me Luſt for every looſe Embrace, 
Lucina's Love-my Virtue would ſecure, 

From the contagious Charm in vainT fly , 

"Thas ſeiz'd upon my Heart, and tnay defie © 
That great Preſervative Variety / , 

Go, call your Wives to Councel, and 

To tempt, diſſemble, promiſe, fawn and twear, 
To make Faith look like Folly uſe your Skill _ 
Virtue an il{:bred Crofſenels inthe Wit”; © " 
Fame, the looſe breathings of a Clamorous Crowd! ; 
Ever in Lies moſt confident and loud / 

Honour a Notion / Piety a Cheat / 


And if ve ſucceſsful Bawds, be great. 
Chj.” At hind'ratce'to your lobes wotloon remove, 
our trium ne Love,” 


, | [ Exeunt. 
C | Val. 
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al. Once more ho T. of. ow TearsT! 
Theſe may perhaps ego Nature ain omg 
To Pity firſt, by, conſequence to Love., .. 

Poor are the Brutal C onqueſts, we obtain |. 

Ore Barb'rous Nations by the force of Arms, 

But when with humble Love, a Heart we 

And plant our Trophies on our * Conqu' rors { 2: 0G 


Enter /{cius, 


Such Triumphs ev'n to us may honour br i 
No Glory's vain, which does trom Pleaſure. ſpring : 
How now /Zcius ! Are the Souldiers quiet: 

Acins. Better I hope, Sir, than they were. 

Val. Thrare pleas'd I hear 
To cenſure me extreatnly for. my Pleaſures ; 

Shortly they'l fight againſt me. 

Zcins. Gods detend, Sir,, And for their Cenſures they are 
Such ſhrew4 Judges 
A Donative of ten Sexterces 
Il unilertake ſhall make 'emring your Praiſes 
More than they ſung your Plettares | 

Val. I believe thee / 

Art thou in Love Zcirs yet? 

Acius: Oh no, Sir," I am to9 coarſe for Ladies, my Raphinong, 
That only am a ainted with, Ss | 
Would break thez Mk Bodies, | .. | 

Val. Never t ] 4 
They are ſtronger U you think— 
The Empreſs (wears, thouart a Lily! Four, 

A good one believe thee,,C....... 

Zcins. All that Goodngf 1s but your Grin, Sir, 

Val. But tell:me. tryly,......... : wh 
For thou dar't tell me ; 5 

Acins. Any thing concerns you. \ 

That's fit for me to ſpeak,. YO to. parcon 


Val. Wha Andihe W 
Mince 'em rg -eary "Bur [4.28 ws ws, 


The very Far ant eget PN EY 


, - - 


»} 


z 


Acins. 


VALENTINTAN 
Acins. T1 t Mei ith this Gabtion -»- 
You bo ge ho : For fats che-Geds onmon us! | 


Even thoſe we certainly believe are righteous, 
Give 'em but Drink, They'd cenſure them too. 

Val. Forward / | 

Acius, Then to begin, They fay you ſleep too much, 
By which they judge you, Sir, too (enfſual : 
Apt to decline your ſtrength to eaſe and pleaſure : 
And when you do not ſleep, you drink too much ; 
From which they fear Suſpitions firſt, then Ruine, 
And when you neither drink nor ſleep you gueſs, Sir, 
Which they affirm firſt breaks your Underſtanding, 
Then dulls the edge of Honour, makes them ſeem 
That are the Ribs and Rampires of the Empire, 
Fencers and beaten Fools, and ſo regarded ; 
But I believe 'em not ; for were theſe Truths, 
| Your Virtue can correch them. 
Val. They ſpeak plainly. -- 


MMcius. They ſay moreover, Sir, fince you will have it ; 


For they will take their freedoms tho' the Sword 
Were at their throats.: That of late tunes like Nero, 
And with the fame forgettulneſs of Glory | 
You have got ayein of. Fidling : So they term it. 

Val. Some- drunken Dreamers, Acius. 

Acius. So T hope, Sir. - 
They ſay beſides, you nouriſhſtrange Devourers ; | 
Fed with the Fat of the-Empire, they call Bawds, 
Lazy and luſtful Creatures that abuſe you, 


Val. What Sin's next 7 for I perceive they have no-mind 


To ſpare me_/,-. . x wo oi ntl 
Acius. Nor hurt you, on-my Soul, Sir: but-ſuch people 
(Nor can the pow'r of -man reſtrain. it) - ., - +1111 1 
When they are full of Meat, and Eaſe, muſt prate.. 

Val. que SEP = 

Acius. | have Peep 400 much, Sir. 

Val. I have all. ext q "* TLV, 
Your Ears ar ther Vanueh No pro 
Can juſtly ariſe to you their Behaviour. 
Ive wits ry WE ng 
| | 2 
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Val. It may be, Iamfo:  Therefore'forwa 
Zcins. | have ever learn'd to obey. & wht wh 
Val. No more Apologies. 
Fcins. They grieve beſides, Sir, 
To ſee the Nations whom our ancient Virtue 
With many a weary March and Hunger conquer'd 
With loſs of many a daring Life ſubdu'd 
Fall from their faur Obedience, and ev'n murmur 
To ſee the Warlike Eagles mew their Honours, 
In obſcure Towns, that-us'd to prey on Princes, 
They cry tor Enemies, and tell the Captain 
The Fruits of /aly are Luſcious : Give- us Afgypr, 
Or ſandy Africk to diſplay our Valours, 
There, where our Swords may get us Meat and Dangers / 
Digeſt our well-got Food, for here our Weapons 
And Bodies that were made for ſhining Braſs, 
Are both unedg'd and old with Eaſe and Women / 
And then they cry again , Where are the Germans 
Lirrd with hot Spain or Gallia 2 Bring 'emnear : 
And let the Son of War, ſteeV'd Mithridates 
Pour on us his wing'd Parthians like a ſtorm: 
Hiding the face of Heav'n with ſhow'rs of Arrows, 
Yet we dare fight like Romans ; then as Souldiers 
Tyrd with a weary March, they tell their Wounds 
Ev'n weeping ripe, they were no more nor deeper, 
And glory in theſe Scarsthat make 'erh lovely. 
And ſitting where a Camp was, like fad Pilgrims 
They reckon up the Times and loading Labours 
Of Julius or Germanicus, and wonder ho 2n 
That Rome, whoſe Turrets once were topt with Honour 
Cannow' forget the 'Cuſtom of her Conqueſls; © 
And then they blame you, Sir—&4nd fay, Who'lads us / 
Shall we ſtand here like Statues ?' Were out Fathers 
The Sons of lazy Mvors, our Princes Perftans ! 
Nothing but Silk and Softneſs > Curſes on 'em So 
That firſt taught Nero Wantonneſs and Blood, 
Tiberius Doubts, Ta{iga/a all Vices; wen fam: paw nut” 
For fxom the ſpring oFtheſe fucceedingPrinces— 
Thus they tale, Six #90 TDI OT | 1} 
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Val. Well / 
Why do you hear theſe things 2 
Mcins. Why do you do'em 2 
I take the Gods to witneſs with more ſorrow 
And more vexation hear I theſe Reproaches 
Than were my Life dropt from me through an Hour-Glaſs. 
Val. 'Tis like then you believe 'em or at leaſt 
Are glad they ſhould be ſo: Take heed — you were better 
Build your own Tomb, and run into it living 
Than dare a Prince's Anger. 
Acins. 1 am old, Sir : 
And ten years more addition is but n 
Now if my Life be pleaſing to you, take it. 
Upon my knees, if ever any Service 
(As let me brag, ſome have been'worthy notice /) 
If ever any Worth or _ = gave me 
Deſerv'd a Favour, Sir ; Attions 
The hazards of m Yah, G Ids Burnings, Wants 
For You and for t Empire be not Vices : : 
By the ſtile you have ſtampt upon me, Souldier / , 
Let.me not fall into the Hands of Wretches. 
Val. 1 underſtand you not. 
Fcins. Let not this Body 
That has look'd bravely in his Blogd for _ 
And covetous of Wounds, and for your fatety, 


After the ſcape of Swords, Slings Aran, - 
'Gainſt which m y was my-Armary/.; » 


Throu' Seas, an Too: y Delarts, noly,. be purghace , 
For Slaves and baſe ily Det I ſee Anger \ ... 


And Death, look throu' yaur wei am maykt oe + 
Slaughter, and knowthetelling of this Truth haSmade, Me, , - 
A man clean loſt £0 this: Workd—Lembmaceit, al 19 9 JO 
Only my laſt Petition, Sacred. Cayar!, cn nl Fo eve ads i'r 
Is, -I may die a Reflano— :. of wad mow wrt 

Val. Riſe ! my Frierid (till; = 
And worthy of my Love : Rechim the- Souls 


Gn HE m7 Wb allclmevd 3 amr bio : 
and proſper, it £ ( ut a FIT)! , jj 
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Pal. The Honeſty of this Acius, SST 

Who is indeed the Bulwark of my Empire . Ko 

Is to be cheriſht for the good ic fa C 

Not valuwd as a Merit in the Owner ! 

All Princes are Slaves bound 9 wpby Gratitude, 

And Dut Clainr Acknowledgment 

Which Te TOR or go f.fff haye 'found- 


Dull, obfy humble, , vigilant andbrave : ., 
Talents as 1 could with * em for my Slave: 

Bur oh this Woman ! 

Is it a Sin tolove this lovely _—_— He” 

No : She is ſuch a Pleatuxe, being 

That though I were a'G0g, Thee's re wp Blood. 


The End of the og Att. 
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Emer Balbus, Proculus, Chia tobe | 


Bal.Y Never faw the'like ſhe's nomore ſtarr'd,” 
No more another Woman, no more alter'd 
With any Hopes of Prottiles lid top her,” 
Let them be ne'r {6'W ner {o' winning, 
Than I am with the ttiotion'of. ny own Legs. 
Proc. Chylax ! 
Youare a ſtranger'y yet-in thefe 5 tells! | 
$s + ner Rome, tell wid, and truth 
ou Cer know, ir-all'y6dr courſe '6f Praftice, | 
hg all the ways of Women you haverun't 
For I preſume you have been brought VP, Chy ax, 
As we, to fetch and carry. , fs xo lt bat 
Chyl. 1. True-zbhiveſos'! 11 115 MW. QOLY7 h * Hob 
Proc. Did you, I fay again in wa ol CS 
Ever diſcover ſuch a piece of Beanty * BB 4 —_ "i 


AS 
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Ever fo rare a Creature, and/no-doubt 1, _.' |. 
One that muſt know. her worth too and affet it, 
I, and be flatterd, elſe *tis none: and- honeſt 
Honeſt againſt the Tide of all Temptations ? 
Honeſt to one Man, and to her Husband only, 
And yet not Eighteen, not of Age to know 
Why the is honeſt > rs 
Chyl. I confeſs it freely ——_ 
I never ſaw her Fellow, nor ever ſhall : 
For all our Grecian Dames as I have try'd 
And ſure I have try'd a hundred -—if I ſay Two 
I ſpeak within my Compa(s: All theſe Beauties 
And all the Dcnlancy of all theſe Faces 
Maids, Widdows, Wives, of what Degree or Calling 
So they be Greeks and fat : for there's my Cunning 
I would vndertake, and not ſweat for't : Proculns, 
Were they to try again, ſay twice as many 
Under a Thouſand pound to lay them flat : 
But this Wench ſtaggers me. 
Lycin. Do you ſee theſe Jewels? 1 
You would think theſe pretty Baitsnow; Tlaſſureyou 
Here's half the Wealth of Afar | 
Bal. Theſe are nothing 
To the full Honours I propounded- to her, 
I bid her think and be, and preſently 
Whatever her Amvition, what the Council  . 
Of others would add to herg What her Dreams 
Could more enlarge, What any Preſident 
Of any Woman riſing up.to Glory ; 
And ſtanding certain there, and in the higheſt 
Could giveher more, Nay to be Emprels—— 
Proc. And cold atall Offers 2 
Bl. Cold as C ld 
Never to be thaw'd. 
Chy. 1 try'd her further : 
And fo far that T think ſhe is no Woman. 
At leail as Women go now»: 
Lycin. Why what did you ? 
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Chy. I off chat, choFfiel (hE"Vebh but Miſtreſs 


Ot as much ſplee Wave," Thad teach Her' ' 
A fate Revenge of all-that ever hate her, 
The crying down for ever of all Beauties 
That may ve thought cornice _— 

Pres. That was prexeyg® © vge. 0 HHS! 

Chy. I never knew that way fail ; yet I tell yo 
| offer'd her a Gift tkeyond xo P fozs | 
That, that had made a Saint ſtart well conſider'd ; 
Fhe Law to be her Creature; the to make it, 
Her Mouth to giver; 'Every thing alive - 
From her Aſpett to draw their Good'or Evil 
Fixt in'em ſpight of Fortune, a new Nature 
She ſhould be call'd, and Mother of all Ages ; 
Time ſhould be hers, what fhe did, Aatt'ring Virtues 
Should bleſs to all Poſterities, Her Air ' 
Should give us Life, Her Earth and Water feed us, 
And laſt to none but to the Empror. 
(And then but when ſhe pleas'd to have it fo: ) 
She ſhould be held a Mortal, 

Lycin. And ſhe heard you'? 

Chy. Yes, as a ſick man hears a Noiſe, or he 
That ſtands condemn'd, his Judgment. 
Wall, if there can be Virtue, if that Name 
Be any thing but Name, and empty Title, 
If it be ſo as Fools are usd to feign it, 
A Power that can preſerve-us after Death, 
And make the Names of Men out-reckon Ages, 
This Woman has a God of Virtue mi her. 

Bal. 1 would the Emperor were that God. 

- ms; ja a 
All the Contempt of Glory, and vain 
Of all the ———_ All the Truth of Chriſtians, 
And all their Conſtancy ; Modeſty was made 
When ſhe was firſt intended ; When ſhe bluſhes 
It is the holieſt thing to look" upon ; - 4 4 
The pureſt Temple of her Sex, that ever-/: 
Made Nature a bleſt Founder, Y4 On 
If ſhe wereany way inclining 


» 
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To Eaſe or Pleaſure, or affefted Glory, | 
Proud to be ſeen or worſhippt, 'twerea Venture: 
But on my Soul ſhe is chaſter than cold Camphure. 

Bal. I think fo too : For all theways of Woman 
Like a full fail ſhe bears againſt : I askt her 
Aſter my many Offers, walking with her, 

And her many down Denials, How 

If the Emperor grown mad with Love ſhould force her? 
She-pointed to a Lacrece that hung by, 

And witty an angry Look—that from herEyes 

Shot Veſtal Fire againſt me ; ſhe departed. 

Pro. This is the firſt Woman I was ever posd in, 
Yet I have brought young loving things together 
This two and thurty Year. 

Chyl. I find by this fair Lady 
The Calling of a Bawd tobe a ſtrange 
A wile and ſubtle Calling : And for none 
But ſtaid, diſcreet and underſtanding People : 

And as the Tutor to-great Alexander 

VVould fay, A young man ſhould not dare to read 
His Moral Books till after five and twenty, 

So muſt that He-or She that will be Bawdy, 

(T mean diſcreetly Bawdy, and be truſted) 

If they will riſe and gain Expericnce , 

VVell iteept in Years and Diſcipline , begin itt—— 
I take it*ris no Boys Play. 

Bal. VVhatr's to be thought of 

Proc. The Emperor mult know it. 

Lycin. It the VVomen ſhould chance to fail too— 

Chy. As tis ten to one. 

Proc. VVhy what remains but new Nets for the purpoſle—— 
Th Emperor. —— 


Enter Valentinian. 


Emp. VVhat ! have you brought Her 2 


Chy. Brought her, Sir ! Alas, 
vie m—— do with ſuch a Cake of Ice 
VVhomall the Love ith ys  L-6 thaw. 
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A dull croſs thing, inſenſible of Glory, 
Deaf to all Promiſes, dead to Defire, 

A tedious ſtickler for her Husband*s Rights, 

VVho like a Beggars Curr hath brought her up 

To fawn on him, and Fark at all Lefides. 

Emp. Lewd and ill-manner'd Fool, wer't not for fear 
To do thee good by mending of thy Manners 
Jhave thee whipt! Is this tlyaccount you bring 
To eaſe the Torments of my reſtleſs mind. 

Balb. Ceſar! Invain your Vaſlals haveendeavourd 
Kneeling. CBy Promiles, Perſwaſions, Reaſons, VVealth, 
All thar carr make the firmeſt Virtue bend 
To alter Her. Qur Arguments like Darts 

Shot in-the Boſom of rhe boundleſs Air 

Are loſt and do not leave the leaſt Impreſſion : 

Fcrgive us, it we faid to overcome 

Vertue that could reſiſt the Emperor. 

Emp. You impotent Provokers of my Luſt, 

V'Vho can incite and have no power to help, 

How dare you be aliveand I unſatisfied, 

V'Vho to your Beings have no other Title 

Nor leaſt Hopes to preſerve 'em, but my Smiles ; 
V'Vho play like poyſonous InſeQts all the Day 

In the warmShine of Me your Vital Sun ; 

And when Night comes muſt periſh 
VVretches ! whoſe vicious Lives when | withdraw 
The Abſolute Protection. of my Favour 

VVil drag you into all the Miſeries 

That your own Terrors, Univerſal Hate, 

And Law, with Jayls and VVhivs can bring upon you; 
As you have fail*d to fatisfhe my VVithes, 

Perdition is the leaſt you can expect 

VVho durſt to undertake and not perform ! 

Slaves! was it fit I ſhould be difappointed 2 

Yet live—— 

Continue infamous a little longer ; 

You have deſerv'd to'end. But for this once::- 
Hl not tread ont your naſty ſnuffs of Life | 


_ 


VALENTINITAN. 15 


Upon her c—_ I ſoadmire, 

A Virtue that adds Fury to my Flames ! 

Dogs had devour'd &re this your Carcaſles ; 

Is that an Obje&t fit for my Deſires 

VVhich lies within the reach of your perſuaſions ! 

Had you by your infectious Induſtry 

Shew'd my Lucina trail to that degree, 6 

You had been damn'd for undeceiving me, 

But to poſſeſs her chaſte and uncorrupted, 

There hes the Joy and Glory of my Love ! 

A Paſſion too refin'd for your dull Souls , 

And ſuch a Blefling as I ſcorn to owe 

The gaining of to any but my felt: 

Haſte ſtrait to Maximus, and let him know 

He muſt come — and ſpeak with me; 

The reſt of you wait here—Tle play to night. 

You, fawcy Fool ! ſend privately away C 7o Chylax. 

For Lycias hither by the Garden Gate, 

That ſweet-fac'd Eunuch that ſung 

In Maximus's Grove the other day, 

And in my Cloſet keep him till I come. C Exit Valent. 
Chyl. I ſhall, Sir. 

'Tis a ſoft Rogue, this Lycias 

And rightly underſtood, 

Hee's worth a thouſand Womens Niceneſſes ! 

The Love of VVomen moves even with their Luſt, 

V'Vho therefore ſtill are fond, but ſeldom juſt : 

Their Love is Uſury, while they pretend, 

To gain the Pleaſure double which they lend. 

But a dear Boy's diſintereſted Flame 

Gives Pleaſure, and for meer Love gathers pain ; 

,, In him alone Fondneſs ſincere does prove, 
And the kind tender Naked Boy is Love. LExit. 
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SCENE 2: AGARDEN.. 


Enter Lucina, Ardelia ax4 Phorta. 


Ard. You ſtill inſiſt upon that Idol Honour, 

Can ir renew your Youth 2 Can it add VVealth 
Or take oft wrinkles? Can it draw mens Eyes 
To gaze upon you in your Age? Can Honour . * 
That truly. is a Saint to none but Souldiers, 

And lnoktinto, Lears no Reward but Danger , 
Leave you the molt reſpected VVoman living? 
Or can the common Kiſles of a Husbaml 
(VVhich to'a Sprightly Lady is-a Labour) 
Make you almoſt immertal 2 You arc cozen'd, 
The Honour of a VVoman 1s her Praiſes, 

The way to get theſe, to be feen and ſought to, 
And not to bury ſuch a happy Sweetneſs 

Under a ſmoaking Roof. 

Lucina. V1 hear no more. : 

Pherb: That VVhite and Red, and all that tlooming Beauty, 
Kept from the Eyes that make it fo is nothing. : 
Then you are truly fair when men proclaim it : 
The Phenix that was never ſcen is doubted, 

But wherithe Virtue's known, the Honour's doubled :' 
Virtue is eitherlame or not at all,” 

And Love a Sacriledge and not a Saint, 

VVhen tt barrs up the way to mens Petitions. 

Ard. Nay you ſhall. love your Husband- too ; VVe - 
Come not- to make a Monſter of you: -. 

Lucin. Are you VVomen? . 

Ard. Y ou'l find usſo; and women you ſhall thank toe- - 
if:you have but Grace to make. your Ule. - 

Lucin. Yie on you-: 

Phor... Alas, poor baſhful Lady ! By my Soul 
Had-you no other Virtue, but your Bluſhes, 

And1a man, I ſhould run mad for thole ! 
How prettily, they ſet her oft ! how ſweetly ! 
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Ard. Come, Goddeſs, come ! you move too near theEarth, 'Þ 
It muſt not- be, a better Orb ſtays for you. 4 

Lucin. Pray leave me. | 

Phorb. That were a Sin, ſweet Madam, and a way 
To make us guilty of your Melancholy , . 
You muſt not te alone ; In Converſation 
Doubtsare reſolv'd, and what ſticks near the Conſcience 
Made calie and. allowable. 

Lucin. Ye are Devils. [ 

Ard. That you may one day bleſs for your Damnation. i 

Lucin, | charge you in the Name of Chaſtity 
Tempt me no'more: how ugly yow'ſeem to me ! 
There's no wonder Men defame our Sex, 
And lay the Vices of all Agesort us, 
When ſuch as you ſhall tear the Name of Women! 
If you had Eyes to ſee your ſelves, or ſence, 
Atove the kaſe Rewards yee earn with ſhame ! 
If ever in your Lives yee heard of Goodneſs by 
Tho' many Regions off, —as men hear Thunder ; _ oY 
If ever you had Fathers, and they Souls, 'p 
Or ever Mothers, and not ſuch as you are! ' 
If ever any thing were conſtant in you - | 
Beſides yourSins ! = | 
If any of your Anceſtors 
Dy'd worth a Noble Deed—that wwuld be cherifh'd; 
Soul-frighted with this black InfeQtion, 
You would run front one anothers Repentance, 


And from your Guilty Eyesdrop out thoſe Sins - +4 
That made ye blind and Beaſts. 4 

Phorb. You ſpeak well, Madam! N 
A ſign of fruitful Education kl 
If your religious Zeal had Wiſdom with it. by: 


Ard. Tus Lady was ordain'd to bleſs the Empire, 
And we may all give thanks tor Her. - 
Phorb. I believe you. 


Ard. It any thing redeem the Emperor 
From his wild flying Courſes this is the ! a 
She can inſtrutt him—4f you mark—ſhe's wiſe tco. | bl 


Phor.. Exceeding wiſe, which is 2 wonder in her ; 


And 
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Ando religiousthat1 welttelieve,” 7” - © hs 
Tho” ſhe wou'd fin ſhe:cannort; / 
Ard. And beſides 
She has the Empire's Cauſe in hand, not Love's, 
Therc lies the main conſideration 
For which ſhe is chiefly bor. 
Phorb. She finds that Point : 
Strongerthan we can tell her, and believe it 
I ook by her means for a Reformation, 
And ſuch a one, and ſuch a rare way carry 'd. 
Ard. I never thought the Emperor had' wiſdom, 
Pity, or fair AﬀeStion to his Country, 
Till he proleit this Love. Gods give *em Children 
Suci as her Virtues merit and his Zeal; 
I look to ſee a Numa from this Lady, 
Or greater than Oftavins. 
Phor. Do you mark tco 
Whichis a noble Virtue—how ſhe bluſhes, 
And what flowing Modeſty runsthrough her 
When we but name the Emperor. 
Ard. Mark it | 
Yes, and admire it too : for ſhe conſiders 
Fho' the be fair as Heav'n, and Virtuous 
As holy Truth ; Yet to the Emperor 
She is a kind of Nothing — but her Service ; 
Which ſhe is bgund to offer, 'and-ſhe'l do it ; 
And when hee Coummint Cauſe commands Afﬀettion, 
She knows Otedience is the Key of Virtues ; 
Then fly the Bluſhes out like Cupid's Arrows, 
And though the Tie of Marriage to her Lord, 
Would fain cry, ſtay Lucina yet the Cauſe 
And general Wiſdom of the Prince's Love 
Makes her find furer Ends and happier, 
And if the firſt were chaſte theſe are twice doubled. 
Phor. Her 'Tartneſs to us too. 
Ard. That's a wiſe one. 
Phor. I like it, it ſhews a riſing Wiſdom, 
That chides all common Fools who.dare enquire 
What Princes would have private. 


| 
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Ard. What a Lady ſhalt we be bleft to ſerve # | 
Lucin. Go—get you from me, | 
Yee are your Purſes Agents notthe Princes, 
Is this the virtuous Love you train'd meout to 2 
AmlI a Woman fit to Imp your Vices? 
But that I had a Motherand a Woman 
Whoſe ever living Fame turns all it touches: 
Intothe Good, - it ſelf was, T ſhould now 
Even doubt my ſelf; I have been ſearcht fo near 
The very Soul of Honour. Why ſhou'd you Two 
That happily have been as chaſte as I am E 
Fairer T think by much ( For yet your Faces 
Like Ancient well-built Piles thew worthy Ruines) 
After that Angel Age, turn mortal Devils ! 
For Shame, for Womanhood, for what you have been | 
(For rotten Cedars haveborngoodly Branches) | 
If you have hope of any Heav'n but Court 
Which like a Dream yow' find hereafter vaniſh: 6 
Or at the beſt but ſubje& to Repentance ! 73 
Study no more to be ill ſpoken of | # 
Let Women live themſelves; if they muſt fail; bl? 
Their own DeſtruCtion find 'em. A 
Fm You are ſoexcellent in all | 'Y 
That {t tell it you with Admiration ! $ 
So true a joy you have, ſo ſweet a fear! 58 
And when you come to Anger— Tis ſo noble os 
That for my own part I could ſtill offend | 
To hear you angry : Women that want that 
And your way guided (0 I count it nothing) 


Are either Fools or Fea | 
Phorb. She were no Miſtreſs for the World's great Lord 


Could ſhe not frown a raviſht Kiſs from Anger, 


And fuch an Anger as this Lady thews us by: 
Stuck with ſuch pleaſing Dangers (Gods I ask yee) Tt 
Which of you all could hold from? bt 
Lucin. 1 perceive you, F; 
Your own dark Sinsdwell with you and that price Fa 
You ſell the Chaſtity of modeſt Wivesat, F 
Run. to: Diſcaſes with you-—l deſpiſe you,. . _ bf 
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And all the Nets you have pitcht to catch my Virtue, 
Like Spiders wets I ſweep away; before me ! 2 
Go! til! tt'Emperor,,. You have met a Woman, 
That neither his own Perſon, which is God-like, 
The VVorld he rules, nor what that VVorld can purcha{, 
Nor all the Glories ſubject toa Coſar / 
'Fhe Honours that he oftets for my Honour, 
The Hopes, the Gitts, and everlaſting Flatterigs, 
Nor any thing that's H:s, and apt to tempt. 
No! not to te the Mother of the Empire 
And Queen of all th: holy Fires he worſhips, 
Can make a VVhore of, | 
Ard. You miſtake us, Madam. 
Lucin. Yet t&ll him this, las thus much weaken'd me 
That I have heard his Slaves and you his Matrons. 
Fit Nurſes for his Sins! which Gods forgive me 
ut ever to be leaning to Jus Folly, 
Or to te brought to love his Vice Aflure him 
And ficm her Mouth, whoſe Life ſhall make it certain, 
[ nzver can ; I have a Nolle Husband 
Pray tcll him that too : Yet a Noble Name, 
A Noble Family, and laſt a Conſcience. 
ſhus much by way of Anſwer ; for your ſelves 
You have liv'd the ſhame of VVomen—4ie the better. CEx.Lue. 
* Phor. VVhat's now to do ? 
Ard. Even as ſhe ſaid, todie. 
For there's no l:ving here and VVomen thus, 
I am ſure for us two. 
Phor. Nothing ſtick upon her 2 - Hs, 
Ard. VVe have loſt a Maſs of Money. VVell Dame Vrtve, 
Yet you may halt if good Luck ſerve ! 
Phory. V Vorms take her, 
Ard. So Godly— | 
This1s ll Breeding, Phorba- 
Phor. If the VVomen 
Should have a Jonging now to ſee the Monſter 
And ſhe convert/em all ! 
Ard. That may be, Phorba | 
But if it be Il have the Young men hang'd, "PP 
*.Came—Jcps go think—ſhe muſt not ſcape us thus. LExewnt. 


ACT. 


© . 
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ACT. III SCEN.I 


The Scene opens, and diſcovers the Emperor at Dice. 
Maximus. Lycin. Proc. and Chylax. 


Emp.N, TAy! ſet my Hand out : "Tis nor juſt 
N f ſhould neglect my Luck when 'tis ſa proſp'rous: 
Chy. It I have any thing to ſet you, Sir, but Cloaths 
And good Conditions, let me periſh; 
You have all my Money. 
Proc. And mine. 
Lycin. And mine too. | 
Max. You may truſt us furetill tomorrow, 
Or if you pleaſe, T1 ſend_home for Money preſently. 
Emp. Tis already Morning, and ſtaying will be tegious. 
My Luck will vaniſh ere your Money comes. 
Chy. Shall we redeem emit we fet our Houſes ? 
Emp. Yes fairly. 
Chy. That at my Vila—— 
Emp. At it——Tis mine. 
Chy. Then farewel, Fig-Trees : For I can ner redeem 'em, 
Emp. V'Vho ſets ?!——Set any thing. | 
Lycin. At my Horſe. 
Emp. The Dapple Spaniard ? 
Lycin. He. 
Enip. He's mine. 
Lycin. He is fo. 
Max. Hah ! | 
Lycin. Nothing, my Lord! But Pox on my Dam Fortnne. 
= Come Maximus ; You were not wont to flinch. 
Max. By Heaven, Sir, I have not a Penny. - + 
Emp. that —_ | 
Max. O Good Sir, This was not given to loſe. 
Emp. Some IL Token——Setat I fay ! 
Max. 1 beg you, Sir. , 
Emp. How iilly and Eno png Toys! 


26 Th TRAGEDY. if 


Max. Shall I redeem it ? ©. 

Emp. VVhen you pleaſe to morrow 
Or next day as you will : I do not care 
Oaly tor luck-ſake 

Max. There Sir, will you throw 2 

| Emp. Why then have at it fairly ; the laſt flake / 
'Tis mine. | 

Max. Y are ever fortunate ! to morrow 
I] bring you—what you pleaſe tothink it worth. 

Emp. Then your Arabian Horſe : but for this night 


1 wear it asmy Vitory. 


\ Enter Balbus. 


Balb. From the Camp | 
Acins in haſte has ſent theſe Letters, Sir ; 
It ſeems the Cohorts mutiny for Pay. 
Emp. Maximus —This is ill News.Next week they are tomarch. 
You muſt away immediately ; no ſtay, 
No, not ſo much as to take leave at home. 
This-careful haſte may probably appeaſe *em ; 
Send word, what are their Numbers ; 
And Money ſhall be ſent to pay 'em all. 
Beſides ſomething by. way of Donative. 
Max.T not delay a moment, Sir, 
The Gods preſerve you in this mind for ever, 
Emp. T1 ſee 'em march my {elt. 
Max. Gods ever keep you [Exit Mas. 
Emp. To what end now deethink this Ring, ſhall ſerye 2 
For you are thedull'ſt and the verieſt Rogues—— | 
Fellows that know only by roat as Birds 
Whiſtleand ſing, 
Chy. Why, Sir, 'tis for the Lacy 
Emp. The Lady ! Blockhead! which end of the Lady ? 
Her Noſe ! ; 
Chy. Faith, Sir, that I know not. 


Emp. 
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* Emp. Then pray for him that does—— C Exit Chylax. 
ou! th'Apartment | 

That lies upon the Garden, Masks and Muſick, - 

With the beſt ſpeed you can. And all your Arts 

Serve to the higheſt tor my Maſter-piece 

Is now on foot. 
Proc. Sir, we ſhall have a care. 
Emp. T'| ſleep an houror two; and let the Women 

Put on a graver ſhew of Welcome / 

Your Wives / they are ſuch Haggard-Bawds | 

A Thought too cager. [Emer Chyl. and Lycias 
Chy. Here's Lycias, Sir. 
Lyc. Long Lite to mighty Ceſar. 
Emp. Fortune to thee, for I muſt uſe thee Lycias. 
Lyc. I am the humble Slave of Cefar's Will, 

By my Ambition bound to his Commands 

As by my duty. 
Emp. Follow me. 
Lyc. With Joy. C Exegnt- 


SCENE 2. GROVE and FO REST. 


Enter Lucina. 


Lacin. Dear ſolitary Groves where Peace does dwell, 
Sweet Harbours of pure Love and Innocence | 
How I o_ | for ever ſtay 
Beneath the ſhade of your-embracing Greens, 
Liſtning to Harmony of warbling Birds, 
Tun'd with the gentle Murmurs ot the Streams, 
U - Inari Banks in various Liv 

e fragrant offspring of the early Year 
Their Heads like graceful Swans bent proudly down, 
See their own Beauties in the Cryſtal Flood 2 
Ot theſe I could myſterious Chaplers weave, 
| Expreſling ſome kind innocent Deſign 

; ; E 2 Tg 
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Tothew my Maximus at his Return (14 N29 
And fondly chiding make his Heart confeſs ' 

How far my buſie Idleneſs excels, 

The idle Buſineſs he perſues all day, 

At the contentious Court or clamorous Carp 
Robbing my Eyes of what they love to ſce, 
My Ears of his dear Words they wiſh to hear 
My longing Arms of th'Embrace they covet : 
Forgive me, Heav'n /- if when I thele enjoy, 
So perfect is the en. ineſsT find 

That my Soul fatisfi'd feels no Ambition 
Foclange theſe humble Roots and ſit above. 


Enter Marcellina. 


parc. Madam, My Lord juſt now alighted here, 
Was by an Order from tl Emperor 
Cail'd back to Court! 


This he commanded me to let you know, 


And that he would make haſte in his return. 

Lucin. The Emperor ! 
Unwonted Horror ſ{cizes me all o're, 
When I but hear him nam'd : ſure 'tis not Hate ; 
For tho' his impious Love with ſcorn 1 heard, 
And fled with terror from his threatning force 
Duty commands me humbly to forgive 
And bleſs the Lord to whommy Lord does bow ! 
Nay more methinks he is the gracefulleſt man, 
His Words fo fram'd to tempt, himſelf to pleaſe, 
That 'tismy wonder how the Pow'rs above, 
Fhoſe wiſe and carefuÞt Guardians of the Good, 
Have truſted. ſuch a force of tempting Charms 
Fo Enemies declar'd of Innocence! 
| Tis then ſome ſtrange Prophetick Fear 1 feel 
That ſeems to. warn me of approaching Us. 
Go Marcellina, etch aa Lute, -and ſing that Song 
My Lord calls his : I try to wear away. | 
The Melancholy Thoughts his Abſence breeds! 
Come gentle Slumbersun your flattering Arms 


Diſquiets of my Mind 
LL Aronpbne norte ner ID, 
My Heart ig.rai'sd above the reach of Fear. 


Marcellina fwg's 
SONG. By Mr. WW. 


Here wou'd coy Aminta run 
From a deſpairing Lavers Story * 

When her Eyes have Conqueſts won, 
Why ſhou'd her Ear faſe the Glory ? 
Shall a Slave whom Rackes conſtrain 
Be forbidden to complain ? . | 
Let her ſcorn me, let her fly me, 
Let her Lookes her Life deny me. f 
Ne're can my Heart change for Relief, 
Or my T ongue ceaſe 10 tell my' Grief 
Much to Love and mucth to Pray ' 
Fs to Heaven the only 3» 


Mar. She ſleeps. nd Nr Exeunt Claudia 


arcellina before the Dance: 


SCENE 3. | Dance of Satyrs. 
Enter Claudia and Marcellina.to Lucia. 4. 


Claxd. Prithee, what ails my Lady, that of late 
She never cares for Company; | 

Marc. 1 know not 
Unleſs it be that Com pany cauſes;Cuckalds. 

Claud. Ridiculous ! Nhat were Childiſh Fear). 
Tis Opportunity doescauſe 'em rather,. - 
When two made one- are glad to be alone. | 
Marc. But Clandia—Why this ſitting up all Night 
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In Groves by purling ſtreams 2.-This argues Heat? - -: 
Great Heat and Vapors,, which are mam Corrupters/ - 


Mark when you will ; Your Ladies thathave Vaporg; *—-! 


They are not Flinchers, that inſulting Spleen 

Is the Artillery of pow'rtul Luſt ; | 
Diſcharg'd upon weak Honour which ſtands out 
Iwo Firs of Head-Ach; at the moſt, then yields. 


Claudia. Thou art the fraileſt Creature, Marcelling / 


And think-ſt all Womens Honours like thy own / 
So thin a Cobweb that each laſt of Paſſion 

Can blow away : .But'for tty-own part, Girl / 

I think I may be wall fld(Honeurs Martyr. 
With rmeſl Conſtancy I have endur'd 

The raging Heats of paffionate Deſires! 

While tlaming Love and boyling; Nature both 
Were pour'd upon my Soul with equal Torture-: 
I arnid with Reſolution ſtoed4t.out 

And kept my Honour fafe. 

Marc. Thy Glory's great / 

But, Claydia, Thanks.to Heavn that T am made 
The weakeſt of all wothen® fram'td fo frail | 
That Honour neer thought fifito-ghuſe me'out, +, - 
His Champion againſt Pleaſure : my poor Heart 
For divers years {till toſt from Flame to Flame, 

Is now burot up to Tinder every.Spark 

Dropt from kind Eyes ſets a-fire afreſh, 

Preſt by a gentle hand T melt away, , 

One Sigl's a Storm that blows me all along ; 

Pity a wretch, who hasino Chartn at all,, 
Againſt th'iimpetuous Tide of flowing Pleaſure, 
Who wants both ForceandiGourage to maintain 
The glorious War made, upon Fleth and Blood, 
But is a Sacrifice toevery wiſh . © A 
And has no power left to reſiſt a Joy. 

Claud. Poor Girl / How ſtrange a Riddle Virtue is ? 
They never mils it . who poſlels tt not SOTDED 
And they who have it-ever find z wart.” 

With what Tranquility and Peace thou liv'ft ? 
For ſtrip of Shame; Thou haſt no cauſe to fear ; 


VY kile 


VALEN:TANIAN. oS 6 
While T the Slave of Virtue anr afraid 
Of every thing I ſee : And think-the World 
A dreadtul wilderneſs of ſavage Beaſts ; 
Each man I meet [ tancy wilkivwat me ; 
And ſway'd by Rules nor natural but atlected- 
I hate Mankind for fear of being; lov'd. 
Marc. *Tisnothing leſs than Witchcraft can conſtrain 
Still to perſiſt in Errors we perceive / 
Prithee reform ; what Nature prompts us to, 
And Reaſon ſeconds, why ſhould we avord - 
This Honour 1s the verieſt Mountebank;, 
It fits our Fancies with affeQted Fricks | 
And makes us freakiſh ; what a Cheat muſt that be ; 
Which robs our Lives of all their ſofter hours, | 
Beauty, our only Treaſure itlays waſte. | 
Hurries us over our neglected Yourh, 
Tothe deteſted ſtate of Age and Uglineſs, 
Tearing our deareſt Hearts Deſires trom us. 
Then in reward of what it took awa 
Our Joys, our Hopes, our Wiſhes and Delights 
It bountifully pays us all with Pride / 
Poor ſhifts ! Qi to be proudand never pleas'd, 
Yet this is all your Honour can do for you. 
Claud. Conchuded like thy ſelf, for ſure thou art 
The moft corrupt corrupting thing alive, 
Yet glory not too much in cheating Wit : 
"Tis but talſe VViſdom ; and irs Property; 
Has ever been to take the part of Vace, 
VVhich tho” the Fancy with vainthows it pleaſe, 
Yet wants a power to fatisfie theMind.. 


Lucina wakes. 


Clad. But ſee my Lady wakes and comes this way. 
Bleſs me / how pale and how confus'd ſhe looks ! 

Luc. In what Fantaſtique new world have I been ? 
VVhat Horrors paſt > what threatning Viſions ſeen 2 
VVrapt as I lay in my amazing Trance, 

The Hoſt of Heav'n and Hell did round me Dance : 
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Debates aroſe þetwixt the Pow'rs above: 
And thoſe below : Methoughtsthey talkt of Love. 
And nanid me often ; but at could not be 
Of any-Love that had to do with me. 
For all the while they talk'd and argu'd thus, 
I never heard one word of Maximes. 
Diſcourtzous Nymphs / who own theſe murmuring Floods 
And you unkind Divinities o'th' VVoods ! 
VVhen to your Banks and Bowers I came diſtreſt 
Half dead throw Abſence ſeeking Peace and Reſt. 
VVhy would you not prote& by theſe your Streams 
A fleeping wretch from ſuch wild diſmal Dreams / 
Miſhapen Monſters round in Meafures went 
Horrid in Form with Geſtures inſolent ; 
Grinning throw Goatiſh Beards with half closd Eyes, 
They look'd me 1n the face frighred to riſe / 
In vain I did attempt, methoughtno Ground 
VVas to ſupport my ſinking Footſteps / found. 
In clammy "no like one halt choak'd I lay, 
Crying for help my Voyce was ſnatclid away. 

And whenl would have fled, 

My Limbs benumm'd, ordead. 
Could not my Will with Terror wing'd obey 
Upon my abſent Lord for help I cry'd 
But in that Moment when I muſt have dy'd : 
With Anguiſh of my Fears confuſing pains 
Relenting Sleep loosd his Tyrannick Chains 

Clayud. Madam, Alas ſuch Accidents as theſe 

Are not of value to diſturb your Peace / 
The cold damp-Dews of Night have mixt and "ag 


With the dark Melancholy of your Thought. 
And throu' your Fancy theſe Illuſions brought. 
I ſtill have markt your Fondneſs will afford 
No hour of Joy in th' abſence of my Lord. 
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Enter Lycias. A Ring ! 


Lucin. Abſent, all night—and never ſend me word - 
Lycias.Madam,while {leeping by thoſe Banks you lay/ 
One from my Lord commanded me away. | 
In all obedient haſte I went to Court, 
Where buſfie Crowds confusdly did refort ; 
News from the Camp it ſeems was then arriv'd 
Of Tumults raisd and Civil Wars contriv'd ; 
The Emperor frighted from his Bed does call 
Grave Senators to Couacil in the Hall 
Throngs of ill-favour'd Faces fill'd with Scars 
Wait tor Employments praying hard for Wars 
At Council Door attend with tair pretence : 


In Knaviſh Decency and Reverence 

Banquers, who with officious Diligence— 
Lend Money to ſupply the preſent need 

At treble Uſe that greater may ſucceed, $ 
So publick Wants will private Plenty breed, 
Whiſp'ring in every Corner you might ſee. 

Lucin. But what's all this to Maximusand me 2 
Where is my Lord ? what Meſlage has he ſent 2 | 
Is he in Health > What fatal Accident, 6 
Does all this while his wiſht Return prevent ? 

Lycias. When ere the Gods that happy hour decrce, 
May he appear fate and with Victory ; 

Of many Hero's who ſtood Candidate 

To be the Arbiters 'twixt Rome and Fate ; 

To quell Rebellion and protect the Throne 

A Choice was made of Maximus alone ; 

The People, Souldiers, Senate, Emperor 

For Maximus with one conſent concur. 

Their new.born hopes now hurry him away, 
Nor will their Fears admit one moments ſtay : 
Trembling through Terror leſt he come too late 
They huddle his Diſpatch while at the Gate c 
The Emperor's Chariots to conduct hum wait. 


F | Lic. 
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Lucina. Theſe fatal Honours my dire Dream foretold ! 
Why thould the Kind be ruin'd by-the Bold ? 
He ner reflets upon my Deſtiny 
So carcleſs of- himlelft, updomg mee 
Ah Claudia ! in my Viſtons fo-unskull'd 
Hce'l to the Army go and there be kil'd. 
Forgetful of my Love ; Hee'l not afford 
The caſic Favour of a parting Word ; 
Of all my Wiſhes hee's alone'the Scope 
And hee's the only End of athmy Hope, 
My fill of Joy, and what 1s yet above 
Joys, Hopes, and Wiſhes—He 1s all my Love: 
Myſterious Honour tell me what thou art ! 
That takes up diſt rent Forms in every Heart ; 
And doſt to diverſe Ends and Intereſts move 
Conqueſt is his—=my Honour iv my Love. 
Both theſe do Paths ſo oppofitely chuſe 
By following one you muſt the other loſe. 
So two ſtrait Lines from the fame Point begun 
Can never meet, tho' without end they run—————— 
Alas, I rave / 
Lycias. Look on thy Glory, Love, and ſmile to fee 
Two faithful Heartsat ſtriſe tor Vidtory ! 
Who Hazing in thy facred Fires contend 
While both their equal Flames to Heav'n aſcend, 
The God that dwells in Eyes light on my Tongue 
Leſt in my Meſlage I his Paſſion wrong ; 
You'l better gueſs the Anguith of his Heart, 
bm what you feel, then what I can impart ; 
but Madam, know the MomentT was come, 
His watchful Eye perceiv'd me in the Room ; 
When with a quick precipitated haſte 
From C2fſar's Boſom where he ſtood embrac'd 6 
Piercing the buſie Crowd to me he paſt 
Tears in his Eyes ; his Orders in his Hand, 
He ſcarce had Breath to give this ſhort Command. 
With thy beſt ſpeed to my Lucina fly, 
Jt I muſt part unſcen by her I dy, 
Decrees 
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Decrees inevitable from above, 
And Fate which takes too little Care of Love, 
Force me away : Tell her 'tis my Requeſt, 
By thoie kind Fires ſhe kindled in my Breaſt ; 
Our future Hopes and all that we hold dear, 
She inſtantly wou'd come and ce me here. 
That parting Griefs to her I may reveal 
And on her Lips propitious Omens ſeal. 
Afairs that preſs in this ſhort ſpace of time 
Afﬀord no other place without a Crime z 
And that thou maiſt not tail of wiſht for Ends 
In a ſucceſs whereon my Lite depends 
Give her this Ring. [ Looks on the Ring. 
Lucin. How ſtrange ſoever theſe Commands appear 
Love awes my Reaſon, and controuls my Fear. 
- But how couldſt thou employ thy laviſh Tongue 
So idly to be telling this fo long / 
When ev'ry moment thou haſt ſpent in vain, 
Was halfthe Lite that did to me remain. 
Flatter me, Hope, and on my Wiſhes ſmile, 
And make me happy yet a little while. 
If through my Fears I can ſuch Sorrow ſhow 
Asto convince periſh if he go: 
Pity perhaps his Gen'rous Heart may move 
To facrifice his Glory to his Love. 
T1 not deſpair / 
Who knows how eloquent theſe Eyes may prove 
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Begging in Floods of Tears and Flames of Love. [Exit Lucina. 
Lycias. Thanks to the Devil, my Friend, now all's our —? 


How eaſily this mighty work was done / 
Well / firſt or laſt all Women muſt be won 
« It is their Fate and cannot be withſtood 
«The wiſe do ſtill comply with Fleſh and Blood ; 
« Or if through peeviſh Honour Nature fail 
« They do but loſe their Fhanks ; Art will prevail. 


L Exit. 


F 2 SCENE 
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"SCENE 4. 
Enter Acius perſuing Pontius, and Maximus following. 


Max. Temper your ſelf, A*cins. 
Pont. Hold,my Lord—Tam a Souldier and a Reman! 
Max. Pray Sir / 
Zcins. Thou art a lying Villain and a Traytor, 
Give me my ſelf, or by the Gods, my Fnend, 
You'l make me dang rous: How dar'ſ{ thou pluck 
The Souldiers tg Sedition and I living 2 
And ſow Seeds of rank Rebellion even then 
VVhenlI am drawing out-to Action #- 
, Pont. Hear me / 
Max. Are you a-man 2 
Zcins. 1am true, Maximus / 
And if the Villain live, we are diſhonourd. 
Max. But hear him what he can ſay / 
* Zcius. That's the way 
To pardon him, Tam ſo ecafie-Naturd, 
That if he ſpeak but humbly, 1 forgive him. 
Pont. 1 do beſeech you, worthy General / 
ZEcins. H*has found the way already. Give me room; 
And if he ſcape me then, Hthas Mercy. 
Pont. T do not call you VVorthy, that T fear you : 
I never car'd for Death; i you will killme, 
Conſider firſt for what ! not what you can do: 
An is trae I know you are my General ; 
nd by that great Prerogative may kill —— 
Hcius. He es'with me! 
By Heav'n a made-up finfſht Rebel. 
Max. Pray conſider what certam ground you have. 
FAcins. What Grounds ? h a; 
' Did Fnot take him preaching to the Souldiers, * 
How lazily they liv'd ; and what diſhonour ED 
It. was to erve a Prince ſo full of Softnels ! 
Theſe were his very Words, Sir. 
Max. Theſe ! #cins, 
The they were raſhly ſpoken, which was an Error, 
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A great one, Pontius | yet from him that hungers 
For War, and brave Employment might be pardon'd ! 
The Heart, and harbour'd Thoughts of illmakes Traytors 
Not ſpleeny Speeches———— ; 
Xcins. Why ſhould you proteCt him 2 


Go to——it ſcarce ſhews honeſt —— 
Max. Taint me not ! 
For that ſhews worſe, Acius! All your Friendſhi p . 
And that pretended Love you lay upon me ; 
(Hold back my Honeſty ! ) is like a Favour 
You do your Slave.to day—to morrow hang him : 
Was I your Boſom-Friend for this 2 
HMcius. Forgive me! 
So zealous is my Duty for my Prince, 
That oft it makes me to forget my ſelf; 
And tho' I ſtrive to be without my Paſſion, 
I amnoGod, Sir ; For you whole infection 
Has ſpred it ſelf like Poyſon throu” the Army, 
And caſt a killing Fogg on fair Allegiance } 
Firſt thank this Noble Gentleman; you haddy'd elle : 
Next from your Place and Honour of a Souldicr 
I here ſeclude you. 
Pont. May I ſpeak yet ?. 
Max. Hear him. 
Mcins. And while AZcius holds a Reputation 
At leaſt Command ! you bear no Arms for Rome, Sir. 
Pont. Againſt her I ſhall never : The condemn'd man 
Hab yet the priviledge to ſpeak, my. Lord, 
Law were-not equal clſc. 
Max. Pray hear, Mcius, 
For happily the fault he has committed 
Tho' I believe it mighty ; yet conſider'd, 
If Mercy may be thought upon will prove ; 
Rather a haſty Sin than heinous. 
Acins. Speak. 


Pont. 'Tistrue,my Lord,you took metir'd with peace-- 


My Words as rough and ragged as my Fortune, 
Telling the Souldiers what a man we, ſerve ; 
Led from us by the klouriſhes of Fencers ;, ,, , 

I blam'd him too for ſoftneſs. . _ 
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Acius. To the reſt, Sir. . 
Pont. 'Tis true I told *em too | 
'We lay at home to ſhew our Country _ 

We durſt go naked, durſt want Meat and Money ; 
And when the Slaves drink Wine, we durlſt be thirſty. 
I told *em too the Trees and Roots 

Were our beft Pay-maſters. 

Tis l:kcely too I councelPd *em to turn 

Their warlike Pikes to Plow-ſhares, their ſure Targets 
And Swords hatcht with the Blood of many Natwns 
To Spades and Pruning-Knives: their warlike 

Eagles, into Dawsand Starlings. 

ZEcins. What think you 
Were theſe Words to be ſpoken by a Captain 
One that ſhould give Example ? 

Max. "Twas too much. _ 

Pont. My Lord! Idid not wooe'em from the Empire, 
Nor bid *em turn their daring Stcel againſt Czſar ; 
The Gods tor ever hate me it that motion 
Were part of me ; Give me but Employment _ 
And way to live , and where you find me vicious 
Bred up to mutiny, my Sword ſhall tell you, 

And if you pleate that Place I held maintain it 
'Gainſt the moſt daring Foes of Rome, I'm honeſt / 
A Lover of my Country one that holds 

His Life no longer His than kept for Ceſar : 

Weigh not—(l thus low on my Knee beſeech you ! 
What my rude Tongue difcover'd 'twas my want, 
No other part of Poxtivs ; You have ſeen me 

And you, my Lord, do ſomething for my Country, 
And both the wounds I gave and took 

Not like a backward Traytor. 

cins. All your Language 

Makes but againſt you, Pontius ! youare caſt, 
And by my Honour and my Love to Ceſar 
By me ſhall never be reſtor\l in Camp ; 

I will not have a Tongue , tho' to himſelf 
Dare talk but near Sedition : As I govern 

All ſhall obey, and when they want,their Duty 
And ready Service ſhall redreis theirneeds,. 
Not prating what they wou'd be. 


” . . , 
VATLENTINITAN:. Ty 

Pont. Thus T leave you, Fq: 
Yet ſhall my Pray'rs, altho' my wretched Fortune 
Mult follow you no more , be ſtill about you. 
Gods give you where you fight the Victory ! 
You cannot caſt my wiſhes. 

cins. Come, my Lord / 
Now tothe Field again. 
Max. Alas poor Pontins / 


The End of the Third At. 


F Exit. 
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ACT: IV. SCEN.:IL 


Enter Chylax at one Door, Lycinius and Balbus at another. 


Lyc. Ow now ! 
Chy. Shec's come. 
Balb. Then T1 to the Emperor! CEx.Balb. 
Chy. Is the Muſick plac'd well 2 
Lyc. Excellent. 
Chy. Lycinius, you and Proculus receive *'em 
In the great Chamber at her Entrance. 
Lycin. Let us alone. 
Chy. And do you here Lycinius. 
Pray let the Women ply her farther off. 
And with much more Diſcretion, one word more 
Are all the Maskers ready 2 
Lycin. Take no care man. [ Ex. 
Chyl. T am all over in a Sweat with Pimping; 


"Tis a laborious moyling Trade this — 
Enter Emperor, Balb. aud Procul. 


Emp. Is ſhe come 2 
Chy. She is, Sir ! but *rwere beſt 


That you were laſt ſeen to her. | | 
Limp. 
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Emp. So 1 mean. | 
Keep your Court emvty Proculus. 

Prec. Tis done Sir, 

Emp. Be not too ſudden to her. 

Chy. Good ſweet Sir 
Retireand Man your ſelf: Let us alone, 
Weareno Children this way : One thing Sir! 
"Tis neceſtary, that her She-Companions 
Be cut off in the Lobby by the Women, 
They'll break the Buſineſs elle. 

Emp. "Tis true : They 


Chy. Remember your Place, Proculus . 
Proc. 1 warrant you— ——— £ Ex. Emp. Balb. a»d Proculus. 


Enter Lucina, Claudia, Marcellina aud Lycas. 


Chyl.: She enters / Whowaits there > The Emperor 
Calls for his Chariots, He will take the Air. 

Laciz. Tam gladI came in ſuch a nappy hour 
VVhen heel be abſent : This removes all Fears ; 

But Lycias lead me to my Lord, 
Heav'n grant he be not gone. 

Lyc. *Faith, Madam, that's uncertain / 
run and ſee. But if you miſs my Lord 
And find a Letter to fupply his Room, | 
A Change ſo happy will not diſcontent you— [ Exit. 

Luc. VVhat means that unwonted Infolence of this Slave 2 
Now I beginto fear again. Oh—Honour, 

If ever thou hadſt Temple in weak VVoman 
And Sacrifice of Modefty offer'd to Thee 
Hold me faſtnow and lle be ſafe for ever. 

Chy. The. fair Lucina; Nay thenl find 
Our Slander'd-Court has not ſinn'd up fo high 
To fright all the good Angels from its Care, 

Sincethey have ſent fo pre—_ hither. 

Madam—1 beg thr Advantage of my Fortune, 

VVho asI am the firſt have met you here, 

May humbly hope to be made —_ and happy _ 

VVith the honour of your firſt Command and Service. 
Lacin.. Six—l am fo far from knowing how to merit | 


Your 
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Your Service, that your Complements too much, 

And I return it you with all my heart. 

You'l want it Sir, for thoſe who know you better. 
Chy. Madam, I have the honour to be own'd A 

By Maximmws for his moſt humble Servant, 


Which gives me Confidence. Wl 
Marc. Now Claudia, for a Wager, 4 
What thing is this that cringes to my Lady ? F4 
Claud. Why ſome grave States-man, by his looks a Courtier, ; 


Marc. Clandia a Bawd : By all my hopes a Bawd ! 
What uſe can reverend Gravity be of here, 
To any but a truſty Bawd ? 7 
States-men are markt for Fops by it, beſides 'y 
Nothing but Sin and Lazineſs could make him 5: 
$o very fat, and look fo fleſhy ont. py 
Lacin. But is my Lord not gone yetdo you fay Sir? 
Chy. Heisnot Madam, and muſt take this kindly, 
Exceeding kindly of you, wondrous kindly, 
You come fo far to viſit him. Ple guide you. 
Lucie. Whither ? 3 
Chy. Why to my Lord. | - 8 
Lxcin. Is itimpoſiible : £, 
To find him in this Place without a Guide, 
For I would willingly not trouble you ? 
Chy. My only trouble, Madam, is my fear, 
I'm too unworthy of ſo great an Honour. 
But here you're in the publick Gallery, 
Where th' Emperor muſt paſs, unleſs you'd ſee him. 
Lucin. Bleſs me Sir —No—pray lead me any whither, 
My Lord cannot be long betore he finds me. [ Exennt. 


Emer Lycinius, Proculus, ard Balbus. Muſick, 


Lycin. She's coming up the Stairs: now the Muſick, 
And as that ſoftens —her love will grow warm, 
Till ſhe melts down. Then C #ſar lays his Stamp. 
Burn theſe Perfumes there. 

Proc. Peace, nonoiſe without. 


G 
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A SONG. 


Nymph. 
Njuriows Charmer of my vanquiſht Heart, 
1 Canſt thou feel Love, and yet no pity know 7 
Since of my ſelf from thee I cannot part, 
Invent ſom: gentle Way to let me go. 
For what with Joy thou didſt obtain, 
* And I with more did give ; 
In time will make thee falſe and vain, 
And me unfit to live, 


Shepherd. 

Frail Angel, that wow dſt leave a Heart forlorn, 
With wain pretence falſhood therein might te ; 
Seek not to caſt wild ſhadows 0're your ſcorn, 
You cannot ſooner change than I can dye. 

To tediows life I le never fall, 

Thrown from thy dear lov'd Breaſt ; 

He merits not to live at all, 


Who cares to live unbleſt, 


= Chor. 
Then let our flaming Hearts be joyu'd, 
While in that ſacred fire: 
Ere thou prove falſe, or I unkind, 
Together both expire. 


Enter Chyl. Lucina, Claudia, Marcellina. 


Lucin. Where is this Wretch, this Villain Lycias 2 
Pray Heav'n my Lord be here; for now I fear it. 
f am certainly betray'd. This curſed Ring 
Is either counterfeit or ſtoln. 
Claud, Your fear 
Does but diſarm your Reſolution, 
Which may defend you in the worſt Extreams : 
Or if that fil Are there not Gods and Angels? 
Luciz. None in this Place I tear but evil ones. 
Heav'n pity me. 
Chy. But tell me, deareſt Madam, 
How do you like the Song? Litin, 
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Lucin. Sir, lam no Jud 
Of Mufick, and the words, Ithank my Gods, 
I did not underſtand. 
Chy. The Emperor 
Hasthe beſt Talent at expounding 'em z 
You'l ne'r forget a Leſſon of his Teaching. 
Lucin. Are you the worthy Friend 0 Meximes 
Would lead me him? He (hall thank you Sir, 
As youdelire. 
Chy. Madam, he ſhall not need, 
T have a Maſter will reward my Service, 
When you have made him happy with your Love, | 
For which he hourly languiſhes ——Be kind —-- [ Weiperr. 
Lucin, The 5 ſhall kill me firſt. 
Chy. Think better ont. : 
Tis ſweeter dying in th' Emperor's Arms. 


Enter Phorba and Ardellia. 


But here are Ladies come to ſee you, Madam, 
They'l entertain you better. I but tire you; 
Therefore [le leave” you for a while, and bring 
Yourlov'd Lord to you - [ Exit. 
Lucin. Then Vle thank you. 
I am betray*d for certain. 
Phorb. You are a welcome Woman. 
Ard. Bleſs me Heaven ! 
How did you find your way to Court? | | 
Lucin. I know not; would I hatdiever trod it. 
Phorb. Prithee tell me. [Call Emperor Jebind 
Good pretty Lady, and dear ſweet Hearffovyth, 
For we love thee extreamly. ts not this lice 2 
A Paradiſe to live in2 | of 01 780... WOE IM 
Lacin. Yesto you, G 
Who know no Paradiſe but guilty Pleiſite, © ll 
Ard. Heard you the Mukick yet? © # 27 
Lacin. *Twas none to me. J bor 
Phor. Youmuſtnot be thus froward. 'Wal,tisGown 
Is one o'th* prettielt, by my troth Ardelie, | 
Lever law yet 'twas not to frown in, Madam. 


© 
be S | 
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You put this Gown on when you came. 
Ard. How dee ye? 
Alas, poor Wretch, how cold it is ! 
Lucin. Content you. 
Tam as well as may be, and as temperate, 
So you will let me belo—— Where's my Lord ? 
For that's the buſineſs I come for hither. 
Phor. We lead you to him : he's i'th' Gallery.. 
Ard. We'l ſhew you all the Court too. 
LucinShew me him,& you have ſhew'd me allI come tolook on. 
Phor. Come on, wel be your Guides; and as you go, 
We have ſome pretty Tales totell you, Madam, 
Shall make you merry too. You come not hither 
To be ſad, Lucina, 


Lucin. Would might not—— [Exennt. 


Enter Chylax and Balbus in haſte. 


Chyl. Now ſee all ready, Balbas : run. 
Balb. Ifly Boy 


Chy. The Women by this time are warning of her, 
It ſhe holds out them 3 the Emperor 


Takes her to task he has her ——— Hark, I hear 'em. 


| (Exit. 


Enter Emperor drawing in Lucina. Ring. 


Emp. Would you have run away ſo flily, Madam ? 
Lucin, | beſeech you Sir, 


Conkider what Iam, and whoſe. 

Emp. I'doſo. «+ 
For what you are, Lam fill'd with ſuch Amaze, 
So far wat routes Fol th Defireand Love, | 


My flippery Soul Aa to you while I ſpeak, 
And whole you were, I care not, for now you are mine, 


Who love you, and willoa on'you more 
Than you doon your Vertue;,, 


Lucin. Sacred C far. 


FM $5 ny Knechro me; riſe. 
Lucin. Look upon me; 


And Rey be cru 19 abuſe 


K' 2% we 
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Think how the Gods will take it. Doesthis Face 


Afi your Soul? Te hide it trom you ever ; 
Nay more, I will become loleprous, "2 
That you ſhall curſe me from you. My dear Lord i 


Has ever ferv'd you truly— fought your Battels, 
——_ long'd to die for Ceſar ; 

as never Traitor Sir, nor never tainted, 
In all the Actions of his Life. 

Emp. How high does this fantaſtick Vertue ſwell ? 
She thinks it Infamy to pleaſe too well. [ Aſide: 
I know It—— [1 her. 

Lucin. His Merits and his Fame have grown together, 
Together flouriſh'd like two ſpreading Cedars, q 
Over the Roman Diadem. Olet not. 35 
(As you have a Heart that's humane in you) "TY 
The having ofan honeſt Wife decline him; 'N 
Let not my Vertue be a Wedge to break him, I F 
Much leſs my Shame his undetery'd Diſhonour, {ol 
I do not think you are ſo bad a man ; | 
I know Report belyes you z you are Ceſar, 
Which is the Father of the Empires Glory : 
You are too near the Nature ofthe Gods, 
To wrong the weakeſt of all Creatures, W »man, 

Emp. | darenot doit here. Riſe, fair Lucina. [ Afrae. 
When you believe me worthy, make me happy 
Chylax ; wait on her toher Lord within. 
Wipe your fair Eyes ———— ho [Exennt, 
Ah Love ! ah curſed Boy! 34 
Where art thou that torments me thus unſeen, 
And rageſt with thy Fires within my Breaſt, 
With idle purpoſe roinflame her Heart, | 
Whieh is as inacceſlible and cold, 
As the proud tops of thoſe aſpiring Hills, 
Whoſe Heads are wrapt in everlaſting Snow, 
Tho! the hot Sun roll o're 'em every day ? Bb 
And as his Beams, which only ſhineabove, + 
Scorch and conſume in Regions round below, FR 
Soft Love which throws ſuch- brightneſsthro' her eyes, " 
Leaves her Heart cold, and burns me at her feetz _ 
My Ty rant, but. her flattering Slayethou art,  - | 
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A Glory round her lovely Face, a Fire within my Heart. 
Who waits without ? Lyciniws £ 


Enter Lycinius. 


Lycin. My Lord, 
Emp. Where are the Maſquers that ſhould dance to night? 
Lycin. In the old Hall Sir, going now to praGtiſe, 
Emp. About it ſtrait. "Twill ſerve to draw away 
Thoſe liſtning Fools, who trace it in the Gallery ; 
And if by chance odd noiſes ſhould be heard, 
As Womens Shrieks, or ſo, fay,*tisa Play 
Is practiſing within. 
Lycin. The Rape of Lucrece, 
Or ſome ſuch merry Prank—— It ſhall be done Sir. [Ex. 
. Emp. 'Tis nobler like a Lion to invade, 
Where Appetite direRts, and ſeize my Prey, 
Thanto wait tamely like a begging Dog, 
Till dull Conſent throws out the Scraps of Love. 
I ſcorn thoſe Gods who ſeek to croſs my Wiſhes, 6 
And will inſpite of 'em be happy : Force 
Ot all the Powers 1s the moſt generous; 
For what that gives, it freely does beſtow, 
Without the akter-Bribe of Gratitude. 
Te plunge into a Sea of my Dehires, 
rat 4 quench my Fever, tho? I drown my Fame, 
And tear up Pleaſure by the Roots : No matter 
Tho' it never grow again 3 what ſhall enſue, 
Let Gods and Fate look toit ; *tis their Buſineſs, [ Exih 


SCENE TIIL 
Opens and diſcovers 5 or 6 Dancing-maſiers praiſing, 


1 Dar. That is the damn'ſt ſhuffling Step, Pox ont. 
2 Dan. I (hall never hit it. 
Thou haſt naturally | 
All the neat Motions ofa merry Tailor, 
Ten thouſand Riggles with thy Toes inward, 
Cut clear and ſtrong : let thy Limbs play about thee 
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Keep time, and hold thy Back upright and firm: - 


It may prefer thee to a waiting Woman. 
1 Dan. Or to her Lady, which is worle. 


Enter Lycinius, {Ten dance. 


Lycin. Bleſs me, the loud Shrieks and horrid Outcries 
Of the poor Lady ! Raviſhing dye call it 2 
She roars as if ſhe were upon the Rack : 
Tis (trange there ſhould be ſuch a difference 
Betwixt half-raviſhing, which moſt Women love, 
And through force, which takes away all Blame, 
And ſhould be therefore welcome to the vertuous. 
Theſe tumbling Rogues, I fear, have overheard 'em ; 
But their Ears with their Brains are in their Heels, 
Good morrow Gentlemen: 
What is all perfect ? I have taken care 
Your Habits ſhall be rich and glorious. 

3 Dan. That will ſet off. Pray fit down and ee, 
How thelaſt Entry I have made will pleale you. 


Second Dance. 


Lycin, Tis very fine indeed. 
2 Dan, Thope lo Sir [Ex. Dancers. 


Enter Chyl. Proculus and Lycias. 


Proc. 'Tis done Lycinies. 

Lycin. How ? 

Proc. Ibluſh totellit. 
If there be any Juſtice, we are Villains, 
And muſt be fo rewarded. 

Lycias. Since 'tis done, 
I take it is not time now to repent it, 
Let's make the beſt of our Trade. 

Chyz. Now Vengeance take it : 
Why ſhould not he have ſertl'd on a Beauty, 
Whole Modeſty ſtuck in a piece of Titlue ? 
Or one a Ring might rule ? or ſuch a one 
That had a Husband itching to be honourable, 
And ground to get it ? If he muſt have Women, And 
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Andno allay without 'em, why not thoſe 
That know the Myſtery, and arebeſt able 
To play a Game with judgment, ſuch as ſhe is? 
Grant they be won with long ſiege, endleſs travel, 
And brought to opportunities with millions, 
Yet when they ceme to Motion, their cold Vertue 
Keeps 'em like Bedsof Snow. 
Lycin. A good Whore 
Had fav'd all this, and happily as wholſom, 
And the thing once done as well thought of too. 
But this ſame Chaſtity forſooth, 
Chy. A Pox ont. | 
Why ſhould not Women be as free as we are ? 
They are, but will not own it, and fartreer, 
And the more bold you bear your ſelf, more welcom, 
And there isnothing you dareſay but Truth, 
But they dare hear. | 
Proc. No doubt of it —away, 
Let them whocan repent, go- home and pray. [Exenny 


Scene opens, diſcovers th Emperor's Chamber. Lucina newly wn- 
bound by th* Emperor. 


Emp. Youronly Vertue now is Patience, 

Be-wiſe and fave your Honour ; if you talk —- 
Lucin. As long as there is Life in this Body, 

And Breath to give me words, Ple cry tor Juſtice, 
Emp. Juſtice will never hear you; I am Juſtice. 
Lucin, Wilt thou not kill me Monſter, Raviſher ? 

Thou bitter Bane o'rh' Empire, look upon me, 

And if thy guilty eyes dare ſee the Ruines 

Thy wild Luſt hath laid level with Diſhonour, 

The facrilegious razing of that Temple, 

The Tempterto thy black fins would have bluſh at. - 

Behold, and curſe thy ſelf. The Gods will find thee, 

That's all my Refuge now, for they are righteous; 

Vengeance and Horror circle thee. The Empire, 

In which thou liv'lt a ſtrong continu'd Surfen, 
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Like Poyſon will diſgorge _ menraze thee 
From ever being rents ny mo 
Chaſt Wives 2 fearfu Maids make Vows againſt "EF 
Thy worſt Slaves, when they hear of this, ſhall harethee, 
And thoſe thou haſt corrupted, firſt fall from thee, 
And if thou let'ſt me live, the Souldier 
Tired with thy Tyrannies break thro? Obedience, 
And ſhake his ſtrong Steel at thee. 
Emp. This prevails not, 
Nor any Agony you utter Madam : 
If I have done a tin, curſe her that drew me ; 
Curſe the firſt Cauſe, the Witchcraft that abus'd me: ' 
Curſe your fair Eyes, and curſe that heav' nly'Beauty, 
And curſe your being good too. $90 4 
Lucin. Glorious Thief! 
What reſtitution canſt thou make toſave me > 
Emp. Ile ever love——and ever honour your: * 
Lucin. Thou canſtnot 3 "© - 
For that which was niy Honour, thou haſt murder; 
And can there be aLove in Violence ? 
Emp. You ſhall be only mine. 
Lacin, Yet I like better © 
Thy Villainy than Flattery 3 that's thy'own, 
The other baſely counterfeit. Fly from me, , 
Or for thy ſafeties ſake and wiſdom kill mez 
For I am worſe than-thou art: Thow maiſt pray, 
And ſo recover Grace —I arn loſtfor ever, 
Andif thou let'{t me hive;thou*rtloſtt ſalftoo.” 
Emp. 1 fear noloſs but Love——1 ſtand aboveit.  / 
Lucin, Gods! what a wretched thing has this manmade me ? 
For I am now no Wife for Maximw ; 3 | | 
No Company tor Women that axe'vertugus5** * © 
No Family Inow can clatm-or Countrey,”2-12 57 -3- 7 
Nor Name but C2/ar's Whore : Oh ſacred Caſuw't 
(For that ſhould be your Title) was your Empire, - 
Your Rods and Axes that are Types of Juſtice, + 
And fromthe Gods themſelves =—to ravith Woren,/ - ''- * - 
The Curſes thatT 6we to Erjcitits, ev'ti tholeehie Sbiny ſent, 
When Rownl#s (as thou hilt ne) reviſe their nobleMaids, ' 
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Emp. This 
Lucin, The 0s Tarot 1 be remember'd indhoe, 
And where there hasa chaſk Wite-been abugd, 
Let it be thine, theShame thine, thine the Slaughter, 
 Andlaſt for ever thing the feard Example. 
Where ſhall poor Vertue live now-I.am fallen ? | 
What can your Honounrs/.now and Empie AONCTO: 


But a more glorious Whore ? 
Emp. A _ Woman. 


If you _ blind 'and ſcorn 1 = whocan help 2 
Come leave theſe Lamen ; you dg WOGITS 
But makea norſe— 

Wereit to Jo, agen be ers - wi 


This holy Light ol weoald attempt it, 
You are ſo excellent, and made to __ 
There were no plealuxeia yau lk. . 
Lacin. Oh Villain! _ ... 
Emp. So bred for man's Amazement, that my Reaſon: 
And every help to.do me right has left me: 
The God of Love himſelf had been before me, 
Had he but Eyestoſee you, tell me juſtly E 
How ſhould I chooſe but err—thenif you will 
Be mine and only mine (for you are ſo precious) 
I envy any other ſhould enjoy you; 
Almoſt look on you, and your daring/Husband 
Shall know he has kept an Off ring from th' Emperor, 
Too holy for the Altar--——he the. _ "IS 
More than my ſeif V]e make you z if you will not, 
| —a down wit hoe og: wy which widom, 
ou ſhall have me,if you divulge Kt, 
as am far above the faults F do, 


And thoſe I do, I am able :to-for 
And where your credit iathe telh poſe 


May be with gloſsenouy 
Soy on - ſhall maker. ®. Princes 
they ometimes 
Yet wear theytw9 it Fakes s ; 
- as hey Roy ny 


Your Hugband is ay. ES Weapons, . 
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Nor can the Gods be angry at-this! Aion, E,, 


Who asthey made me greateſt, meant me 

Which I had never been without this pleaſure. 

Go _ farewel. You'l find-your Women 
aiting without, Ex. Emperor. 
Lacin. Deſtruction find thee. . 

Now which way ſhall I 80—my honeſt Houſe 

Will _ to (ſhelter me—my Husband fly me, 

My Family, 

Bocaulh they're honeſt, and defire:to be ſo. 

Is this the end of Goodneſs? This the price 

Of all my early pray*rsto prote& me 

Why then1 ſee there is no God—but Power, 

Nor Vertue now alive that cares for us, 

But what is either lame or ſenſual ; 

How had1 been thus wretched elſe? 


Enter Maximus and Mcius. 
FEcizs, Let Titus 
Command the Company that Poxtiae loſt. 
Max. How now {ſweet Heart! 
What make you here and thus? 
FEcins. Lncina weeping. 
This is ſome ſtrange offence. 
Max. Look up and tell me. 
Why art thou thus? my Ring {ob Friend Thave found it! 
You are at Court then.,/ | ,- 
Lucin. This and that vile Wretch Lycias brought me hither. 
Max. Riſe and go home. I have my Fears, /ticiae. 
Oh my beſt Friend! I amruin'd. Go Lacine,''' | 
Already in thy tears I've read thy W 
Already es Ceſar £ = thou ang | 
Thou ſweetly droopin wer ;-be gone, l 
Andift thou {rt outlive this Wrang, _ 


Lucin. I darenot. | | 
Acixs. Is that the Ring you loſt? 
Max. That, that A&oime,, 


u 


That curſed Ring, my ſelf and all my F arrencakuve undone. 

Thus pleas'd tt?-Emperor, my noble Maſter, 

For all my Services and Dengens fon.lows * 
2 


To 
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To make me my own Pandad |was'this Juſtice 2 ' 
Oh my /Ecizs Thavelilivd:tobear this ? 

Lucin. Farewel for ever Sir. 

Max. That's a ſad ſayings; -:: | 
Rug ack X are þecomes you well. Lacine. | 
And yer methinks we ſhould not.part f6 lightly: - 
Our Loves have been of longer growth, more rooted 
Than the ſharp blaſtot one Fatewel can ſcatter. 

Kiſs me—Ifhnd no Ceſar here. Theſe Lips 
Taſtenot of Raviſher, in =y apinion. 
Wasit not ſo ? gm 13 wt 
Lucin. O yes. 
Max. 1 dare believe you.: 
I' know him and thy truth roo well to doubt it, 
O" my moſt dear Lucina ! oh my Comfort 
Thou Blefling of my Youth !Life of my-Life! | 
fEcius, Thave ſeen enough to ſtagger my Obedience. 
Hold me, ye equal Gods) thisis too finfu}, 

Max. Why wert thou choſen out to make a Whore on” 
Thou only among millions ofthy"Sex? | © 
Unfeignedly vertuous! fall, fall chryftal Fountains 
And ever feed your Streams, you niling' Sorrows, /'/ 
Till you have wept-your Miſtreſsinto martle. | 
Now go forever from me. | 

Lucin. Along farewel Sir! 7 
And as I ave been faitlifal, Gods, thinkon the. 

FEcinus, Madam farewel, lance yo reſolve to'die. 
Which well conſiderd, 

If you can ceaſca while. from: theſe ſtrange choogins, 
I with wererather alter'd.” | . 

Lucin. No. 22 _ F ® 1! 

FEcing. Miſtake nor. 4: 1; | 
I would not ſtain your Venne or the Enipite, 
Nor any way decline you to Diſhonour : 
le isnot my profeſſion, but a Villain's; _ 

I find and fee our loſs as deep/as you'&0;; / 

And ſtill am Sos FEcins, (till as honeſts 

The fame Life Ihave (till for IM aximns, 

The ſame Sword wear for you where Juſtice bids me, 


k And * tis no dull one, Theretore miſconceive me not. - 
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Only Td haveyou live alittle longer. © 
Lucin. Alas Sir! why * 


Am 1 not wretched enough already ? 
FEcins. To draw from that wild man a ſweet repentance, 


And goodneſs in his days to come. 
Max; They arefo, | 
And will be ever coming, my ZEcivs. . 
Micins, For who knows but the fight of you, preſenting 
His ſwoln (ins at the full, and your wrong Vertue, 
May like a fearful Viſion fright his Follies, 
And once more bend tfim right again, which Blefling 
If your dark Wrongs would give you leave to read, 
Is more than Death, and the Rewatd more glonious; 
Death only eaſes you. This the whole Empire 
Beſides compell'd and forc'd by violence, 
To what was done, The deed.wasrione of yours; 
For ſhould th? eternal Gods deſire to periſh, 
Becauſe we daily violate their Truth, 
Which is the Chaſtity of Heav'n? No Madam — 
Lucin. The Tongues of Angels cannot alter me. 
For could the World again reſtore my Honour,” 
As fair and abſolute as ereTbred it, 
That World I ſhould not truſt ; again, the Emperor 
Can by my Lite get nothing but my Story, 
Which whilſt I breathe muſt be his vere: : 
And where you counſel tne tolive, that Ceſar 
May ſee his Errorsand repent 3 Tle tel] you, 
His Penitence is but increaſe of Pleafure ; 
His Pray*rs are neverfaid but to deceive us3 
And when he weeps,{as you think, for his Vices) 
'Tis but as killing Drops from baleful Yew-trees, - 
That rot his harmleſs Neighbours, if he can grieve 
As one that yet deſires his free Converſion, 
Ple leave him Robes to mourn in—my fad Aſhes, 
FEcius, The Farewel then of happy Soulsbe with thee, 
And to thy Memory be ever ſung, . 
The Prailcs of a juſt and conſtant Woman : 
This fad day whilſt I live, a Souldter's Tears 
Ie offer on thy Monument. | 
Max. All that ischaft upon thy Tomb ſball flouriſh 3 
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All living Epitaphs be thine 3 Times Story ” 
pr + is left behind to piece our Lives, 
Shall be no more abus'd with Tales and Trifles. 
#Ecivs. But full of thee ſtand to Eternity, 
Once more farewel —Go find Elizium, 
There where deſerving Souls are crown'd with Ble 
_ Max, There where no vicious Ty rants come : Honour, 
Are keepers of that bleſt Place 3 go thither. LEx.Luaina. 
FEcime. Gods givethee Fultice. 
His Thoughts begin towork, | fear him yet z 
He ever wasa worthy Roman, but ; 
I know not what to think on't. He has ſuffer'd 
Beyond a man, if he ſtand this. 
Max. Hcins, 
Am LI alive, or has a dead Sleep feiz'd me ? 
It wasmy Wifeth' Emperor abus'd thus, 
AndI muſt ſay—l am gladI had her for him. 
Muſt I not /Ecixs £ 
FEcins. T am ſtricken 
With ſuch a ſtiff Amazement, that no Anſwer 
—— — 19% b6{ - 065 1,6 
ill you gohome, or go to , 
Mor. Nether, 
{ haveno home, and you are mad Ecivs, 
To keep me — ama Fellow 
My own Sword would forſake, not tyed to me. 
By Heav*nl daredo nothing, 
fEcins., You do better. 
Max: 1 am made a branded Slave, ZEcine, 
Yet I muſt bleſs the Maker. 
Death on my Soul! ſhall I endure this tamely? 
'd for his Wrongs ? 


Muſt Maximus be menti 
Iam a Child too 3 what doldo railing? 
I cannot mend my ſelf. "Twas C2ſer did it. 
And what am I to him? 
HFEcins. "Tis well remember'd ; 
_ However you aretamited, be not Traitor. 
Max. O that thou wertnot living, and my Friend ! 
ZEcins. Ve bear a wary Eye upon your Ations: 
I fear you, Maximus, nor can I blame you, 
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If you break out ; for by the Gods, your Wrong ; 
Deſervesa general Ruine. Do you loveme ? 
Max.. That's all I have to live on. 
FEcius.. Then go with me. 
You ſhall not to your own Houſe. | 
Max. Nor to any. | 
My Griefsare greater far than Walls can compaſs; k 
Andyet I wonder how it happens with me. 
I am not dang'rous, and in my Conſcience, 
Should I now fee the Emperor 1'th* heat ont, 
I ſhould ſcarce blame bim for't; anawe runs throf me, 
I feel it ſenſibly that binds meto it, 
'Tisat my Heart no, there it fits and rules, #it 
And methinks 'tis a pleaſure to obey it. | ” 
FEcins, This is a Mask to-cozenme. I know youy hi 
And how far you dare do. No Rawas farther, 
Nor with more fearleſs-valour, and Ple watch you-. 
Max. Is a Wifes loG — 
- More than the fading of a few freſh Colours? 
HEcins. No more, Maxinmms, 
To one that truly lives, . 
Max. Why then care no51 canlive well enough, Acjvs = 
— look pang for u and thoſe Trifles, 
ey may they ſay. " 
Rlcius, He's _ de, e9o\g (9.22: | 
His grief has made him talk things from hus nature. 
Will you go any ways? 
x. Þle tell thee Friend, 
If my Wife for all this ſhould bea Whore now, 
'Twou'd vex me, = 
For I amnot angry yet. 'The Emperor 
Is young and handſomgand the Wawsn Fleſh, 
And may mace maruple chan S$craching ? 
FEcins. m Maximus MAT: oh 
Max. Alasnot me, Lam not wretabed;for there's 19 ap miſerable E 


But he that makes himſelf fo... 1: 19 | 
FEcins, Will you walk yet ? 54 ont Ku q: 
Max.C zme,come;ſhe dares not di riend.that s.the truth on't. I 


She knows the enticing Sweets and. N05; 
Ofa young Princes Pleafure, ang. I thank bers... ... 1... 


w 
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She has made way for Maximws to riſe, — 
Wilt not become me bravely? | 

FEcizs. Deareſt Friend, 

Theſe wild words ſhew your violated mind, 
Urg'd withthelaſt extremity of grief ; 
Which ſince I cannot like a Man redreſs, 
With tears I muſtlament it like a Child ; 
For when *is Ceſar does the injury, 

Sorrow is all the Remedy-I know, 

Max. Tis then a certain truth that 1 am wrong'd, 
Wrong'd in that barb'rous manner limagin'd :- - -* - 
Alas, I was in hopes Thad been mad, - © 
And that theſe Horrors which invade my Heart, 
Were but diſtrafted melancholy Whimteys : 

But they are real truths (it ſeems) and 1 

The laſt of men, and -vilelt of all Beings. 

Bear me cold Earth, who am too weak to'move 
Beneath my load of Shame and Miſery ! 

Wrong'd by my lawful Prince, robb'd of my Love, 
Branded with everlaſting infamy. | 

Take pity Fate, and give me leave to die : 

Gods ! would -you be ador'd for being good, 

Or only fear'd for proving miſchievous ? 

How would you have your Mercy underſtood ? 
Who-could create a Wretch like Maximus, 
Ordain'd tho? guiltleſs to be infamous 2 | ' 
Supream firſt Cauſes! you, whence all things flow; 
Whoſe infinitenels does each little fill, 

You, who decree each ſeeming Chance below, 

(So great in Power) were you as good in Will, 
How could you ever have prodned fact 11> ' 
Had your eternal minds been benttogood ? 
Could humane happineſs have prov*d ſolame, 
Rapine, Revenge, [njuſtice, ee Blood, 
Grief, Anguiſh, Horror, Want, Deſpair and Shame, 
Hid never found a Being nor a Name, 
"Tis therefore Jeſs impiety to ſay, © 1 1? 
Evil with you has Coeternity, we 
Than blindly taking tt the other way, 

That mercitul and of dedtion free, 


You 
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| You did create the miſchiefs you foreſce, 
Wretch that I am, on Heav'n to exclame, 
When this poor tributary Worm below, 
More than my felt in nothing but in name, 
Who durſt invade me with this fatal Blow, 
I dare not cruſh in the revenge I owe. 
Not all his Power ſhall the wild Monſter fave ; 
Him and my ſhame Þle tread into one Grave. 

fEcivs., Does he but ſeem fo ? 
Or is he mad indeed ? —Now to ve him, 
Were council loſt 5 but ſomething muſt be done 
With ſpeed and care, which may prevent that Fate 
Which threatens this unhappy Emperor, 

Max. O Gods ! my Heart, would it would fairly break ; 
Methinks I am ſomewhat wilder than [ was, 

And yet I thank the Gods I know my Duty. 


Enter Claudia. p 


Claud. Forgive me my fad Tidings Sir She's dead, " bh 

Max. Why ſo it ſhould be—- | He riſes] How 2 A 

Claud, When firſt ſhe enter'd bo 
Into the Houſe, after a world of weeping, (1 
And bluſhing like the Sun-ſet | 
Dare I, faid ſhe, defile my Husband's Houle, 
Wherein his ſpotleſs Family has flouriſhe ? at 
At this ſhe fell-—- Choake with a-thouſand ſighs ! | 
And now the pleagd expiring Saint, & 
Her dying Looks, where new born Beauty ſhines, "A 
Oppreſt with Bluſhes, modeſtly declines, l 4 
While Death approacht with a Majeſtick Grace, "A 
Proud to look lovely'once in ſuch a Face : ad 
Her Arms ſpread to receive her welcome Gueſt, 4 
With a glad ſigh ſhe drew into her Breaſt : go 
Her Eyes then languiſhing tow'rds Heaven ſhe caſt, > 
To thank the Powers that Death was come at laſt. "My 
And at the approach of the cold filent God ; | | 1; | 
Ten thouland hidden Glorics ruſh'd abroad. 4 

Max. No more of this——Begon. Now my Aciae, 
If thou wilt do me pleaſure, weep a little 3 

4 


58 The TRAGEDY. of 


I am ſo parcht I cannot——Your Example 

Has taught my tears to low—— Now lead away Friend, 
And as we walk together ——Let us pray, 

I may not fall from truth, 

Hiciwe. That's nobly ſpoken. 

Max. Was I not wild, Aciws ? 

Xciws. You were troubled. 

Max. 1 felt no ſorrows then, but now my Grief, 
Like feſtering Wounds grown cold begins to ſmart, 
The raging Anguiſh gnaws and tears my Heart. 
Lead on and weep, but do not name the Woman. 


The End of the fourth AF. 


AGT_V. 


SCENE I. 
HEcins Solus, A Letter. 


Fcimm, F OOK down, ye Gods, and guide my hea 
'B Or it will throw - my hands wa RS: 
Which after Ages ſhall record with horror : 
As well may I kill my offended Friend, 
As think to puniſh my offending Prince, 
The Laws of Friendſhip we our ſelves create, 
And 'tis but fimple Villany to break 'em 3 
But Faith to Princes broke, is Sacriledge, 
An injury to the Gods, And that loſt Wretch 
Whofe Breaſt is poyſon'd with ſo vile a Purpoſe, 
Fears Thunder down from Heav'n on his own head, 
.And leaves a Curſe to his Poſterity : 
udge him your ſelves, ye mighty Gods, who know 
| ou permit ſometimes that Honour bleed," 
That Faith be broke, and Innocence oppreſt. 


- 
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My Duty's my Religion, and howe're 

The great Account may riſe 'twixt him and you, 
Through all his Crimes I ſee your Image on him, 
And muſt prote& it no way then but this, 

To draw far off the injur'd Maximar, 

And keep him there faſt Priſoner to my Friendſhip; 
Revenge ſhall thus be flatter'd or deſtroy'd, 

And my bad Maſter whom [I bluſh to ſerve, 
Shall by my means at leaſt be ſafe. This Letter 
Informs him I am gone to Xg ypt, there 

I ſhall live ſecure and innocent z 

His fins ſhall ne*re o'retake me, nor his fears, 


"7 


Ezxter Proculus, 


Here comes one for my Purpoſe, Proculzs ; 
Well met, I have a Courteſie to ask of you. , 

Proc. Of me, my Lord ! Is there a Houſe on fire ? 
Or is there ſome knotty Point now in debate. 
Betwixt your Lordſhip and the Scavengers ? 

For you have ſuch a popular, and ick Spirit, 
As in dull times of Peace will not diſdain 
The meaneſt opportunity to ſerve your Country. 

FEcins. You witty Fools are apt to get your Heads broke : 
This is no ſeaſon for Buffooning Sirrah 3 
Though heretofore I tamely have endur'd 
Before th' Emperour your ridiculous Mirth, 

Think not you have a Title to be fawcy 3 

When Monkey's grow miſchievous, they are whipt, 

Chain'd up and whipt. There has been miſchief done, 

And you (I hear) a wretched Inſtrument : 

Look to't, when e're I draw this Sword to puniſh, 

You and your grinning Crew will tremble, Slaves 

Nor ſhall the ruin'd world afford a Corner 

To ſhelter you, nor that poor Princes Boſom, 

You have invenom'd and polluted fo; 

As if the Gods were willing it (ſhould be 

A Dungeon for ſuch Toads to crawl and croak in. 
Proc. All this in earneſt to your humbleſt Creature 2? 


Nay, then my Lord, | muſt no more pretend 


I' 2 With 
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With my poor Talent to divert your Ears 
Since my well-meaning Mirth is grown offenſive. 
Tho' Heav'n can tell, 
There's not ſo low an AQ of fervile Day, 
I wou'd not with more Pride throw my ſelf on, 
For great FEciws's ſake, than gain a Province, 
Or ſhare with YValertinian in bis Empire. 
Ecizs. Thou art fo fawning and ſo mean a Villain, 
That I diſdain to hate, tho” I deſpiſe thee 3 
When e're thou art not fearful, thou art ſawcy 5 
Be ſo again, my Pardon gives thee leave, 
And todeſerve it, carry this my Letter 
To the Emperor : Tell him I am gone for Egypt, 
And with me, Maximw ; *twas icarce fit we two 
Should take our leaves of him : Pray uſe your Intereſt 
He may forgive us. * [will concern you much, 
For when we-are gone, to be baſe vicious Villains, 
Will prove leſs dang'rous [Exit Acius. 
Proc. What the Devil poſlcſles 
This ruſty Back and Breaſt without a Head-Piece ? 
Villains and Vicious! Maximus and Egypt ! 
This may be Treaſon, or Tle make it o : 
The Emperor's apt enough to fears and jealouſics 5 
Since his late Rape. I muſt blow up the fire, 
And aggravate this doating Hero's Notions, 
Till they ſuch Terrors in the Prince have bred, 
May coſt the Fool his worſt part, that's his Head, [ Exit. 


SCENE I1, 


Enter Emperor, Lycinius, Ghylax, and Balbns. 


Emp. Dead ? 

Balb. *Tis too certain. 
Emp. How ? 

Lycin. Grief and Diſgrace, 


As people ſay. 

' No more, I have too much on't, 
Too much by you. You whetters of my Follies 3 
Ye Angel-formers of my fins; but Devils, __ 
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Where is your cunning-now ? you would work Wonders. 
There was no Chaſtity above your practices . 
You'd undertake to make her love her Wrongs, 
And doat upon her Rape. Mark what I tell you, 
If ſhe be dead ! 
Chy. Alas Sir! 
' Emp. Hang you Raſcals, 
Ye blaſters of, my Youth, if ſhe be gone, 
'T were better ye had been your Fathers Camels, 
Groan'd under weights of Wooll and Water. 
Am I not Qeſar ? %s 
Lycin. Mighty, and- our Maker 
Emp. Then thus have given my Pleaſures to deſtruftion —— 
Look ſhe be living, Slaves — 
Chy. We are no Gods, Sir, 
If ſhe be dead, to make her live again. 
Emp. She cannot dye, ſhe muſt not dye: are thoſe 
I plant my Love upon but- common livers ? 
eir Hours told' out to '*em ? Can they be Alhes? 
Why do you flatter a belief in me, 
That I am all that is? The World my Creature; 
The Trees bring forth their Fruit, when I ſay Summer 3 
The Wind that knows no limits but-its wildnels, 
At my command moves not a Leaf : The Sea, 
With his proud mountain-Waters envying Heav'n, 
When [ fay ſtill, runs-into chryſtal Mirrors. 
Can I do this and ſhe dye 2 Why ye Bubbles, 
That with my leaſt breath break, no more remember'd, 
Ye Moths that fly about my Flames and periſh ; 
Why do ye make me God, that can do nothing ? 
Is ſhe not dead ? 
Chy. All Women are not dead with her. 
Emp. A common Whore ſerves you, and far above you, 
The Pleaſures of a Body lam'd with lewdneſs, 
A meer perpetual Motion makes you happy. 
Am I a man to traftick with Diſeaſes ? 
You think, becauſe ye have bred me up to Pleaſures, 
And almoſt run me over all the rare ones, 
Your Wives will ſerve the turn; I care not for 'em, 


Your Wives are Fencers Whores, and ſhall be Fogunens, The 
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Tho ſometimes my Fantaſtick Luſt or Scorn, 

Has made you Cuckolds for variety ; 

I wow'd not have ye hope or dream, ye poor ones, 
Always ſo great a Bleſſing from me. Go, _ 

Get your own Iafamy hereafter Raſcals; ye enjoy 
Each one an Heir, the Royal Seed of Ceſar, 

And I may curſe ye for it. 

Thou Lycinixs, 

Haſt ſuch a Meſeline, ſuch a Lais, 

The Backs of Bulls cannot content, nor Stallions, 
The ſweat of fifty men anight does nothing. 

Lycin. I hope Sir,. you know better things of her. 

Emp. *Tis Oracle, 

The City can bear witneſs, thine”'s a Fool, Chylax, 
Yet ſhe can tell her twenty, and all Lovers, 

All have lain with her too; and all as ſhe is, 
Rotten and ready for an Hoſpital: 

Yours is a holy Whore, friend Balbrs. 

Balb, Well Sir. 

Emp. One that can pray away the Sins ſhe ſuffers, 
But not the Puniſhment ; ſhe has had ten Baſtards, 
Five of *em now are Lifors, yet ſhe prays. 

She has been the Song of Rowe and common Paſquil, 
Since I durlt ſte a Wench, ſhe was-Camp-Miſtreſs, 
And muſter'd all the Cohorts, paid *em too, 

They have it yet to ſhew, and yet ſhe prays. 

She is now to enter old Men turn'd Children, 

That have forgot their Rudiments ; and am 1 

Left for theſe wither*d Vices 2? And was there but one, 
But one of all the World that could content me, 
And ſnatcht away in (hewing ? it your Wives 

Be not yet Witches, or your ſelves? now be (o, 

And fave your Lives; raiſe me the deareſt Beauty, 
As whenl forc'd her'full of Chaſtity, 

Or by the Gods ——— 

Lycin. Moſt ſacred Ceſar 
Emp. Slaves. 
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Enter Proculus. 


Proc. Hail Ceſar, Tidings of Concern and Danger, 
My M does contain in furious manner, 
With Oaths and Threatnings, ſtern Acixs, 
Enjoyn'd me on the peril of my life, 
To give this Letter into Ceſars hands, 
Arm'd at all points, prepar'd to march he ſtands, 
With crowds of mutinous Officers about him, 
Among theſe, full of Anguiſh and Deſpair, 
Like pale Tyſphore along Hell-brigks, 
Plotting Revenge and Ruine—— Maximus 
With Ominous afpe&t 
In threatning Murmurs and harſh broken ſpeeches, 
They talk of /Egypt and their Provinces, 
Of Cohorts ready with their lives to ſerve *em, * 
And then with bitter Curtes they nam'd you. 

Emp. Go tell thy fears to thy Companions, Slave ! 
For *tis a Language Princes underſtand not 3 
Be gone, and leave me to my ſelf. 
The names of Ecizs and of im, 
Run thro? me like a Fever, ſhake and burn me ; 
But! to my Slaves I muſt not ſhew my poornelſs. 
They know me vicious, ſhow'd they find me baſe, 
How would the Villains ſcorn me and inſule > 


Letter. He reads. 


Sir, 

Would ſome God inſpire me (with another way to ſerve you,, 

F would not thus fly from you without leave ; but 

Maximus his wrongs have toucht too many, and ſhould w 
His preſence here incourage 'em, dangers to you might follow ; 
In Xgypt he will be more forgot, and you more ſafe by his 
Abſence, 


Emp. A Plot, by Heav'n ! a Plot laid for my Life, - 
This is too ſubtle for my dull friend AEcins 5 
Heav'n give you Sir, a better ſervant to guard you, 


walks in filent horror, | ; 


[Ex. al but Emperor. 
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A faithfuller you will never find than FEcins, 
Since he reſents his Friends Wrongs, he'l revenge 'em ; 
I know the Souldiers love him more than Heav'n, 

Me they hate more than Peacez what this may breed 
If dull ſecurity and confidence | 

Let him grow up, a Fool may find and laugh at. 

Who waits there ? Proculns. / 


Ezter Proculus, 


Well, haſt thou obſery'd 

The growing pow'r'and pride of this AEcius ? 
He writes to me with terms of Inſolence, 

And ſhortly will rebel, if not prevented ; 

But in my baſe lewd Herd of vicious Slaves, 
There's not a man that dares ſtand up to ſtrike 
At my Command, and, kill this riſing Traitor. 

Proc. The Gods forbid Ceſar ſhould thus be ſerv'd, 
The Earth will ſwallow him, did you command it ! 
But I have ſtudy'd a ſafe ſure way, 

How he ſhall. dye and your will ne're ſuſpected, 
A Souldiers waits without, whom he has wrong'd, 
+ Caſhier'd, diſgracd, and turn'd to beg or ſtarve. 
This fellow for revenge wou'd kill the Devil ; 
Encouragement of Pardon and Reward, 

Which in your name Tle give him inſtantly, 

Will make him fly more vikil on the Murther, 
Than longing Lovers to their Grſ appointment. 

Emp. Thou art the wiſeſt, watchful, wary Villain, 

And (halt partake the ſecrets of my ſoul, 
And ever feel my Favour and my Bounty. 
Tell the poor Souldier hc ſhall be a General, : 
FEcins once dead. 
Prcc. Ay, there yhave found the point Str, 
If he can be fo brutiſh to believe it. 

Emp. Oh never fear! urge it with Confidence. 

What will ,not flatter'd angry fools believe ? 
Minutes are precious, looſe not ore. 
Proc. 1 fy Sir 


[Exit Proculus. 


Emp. 
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Emp. What an infefted Conſcience do1 live with, 
And what a Beaſt I'me grown > when Luſt has gain'd 
An uncontroul'd Dominion in mans Heart ! 

Þhen fears ſucceed with horror and amazement, 
Which rack the wretch and tyrannize by turns, 


But hold 
Shall I grow then ſo poor asto repent ? 

Tho? Acins, Mankind, and the Gods forſake me, 
Ile never alter and forſake my elf. 

Can [ forget the laſt diſcourſe he held ? 

As if he had intent to make me odious 

To my own face, and by a way of terror, 

What Vices | was grounded in, and almoſt 
Proclaim'd the Souldiers hate againſt me. I not 
The ſacred Name and Dignity of Ceſar ? 

Were this AEcins more than man ſufficient 

To ſhake off all his Honeſty 2 He is dangerous, 
Tho! he be good, and tho' a Friend, a fear'd one, 
And ſuch I muſt not (leep by 3 as for Maximus, 
Ple find a time when /Eczus is diſpatche. 

I do believe this Proculus, and I thank him ; 
"Twas time to look about z if I muſt yur 

Yet ſhall my fears go formoſt, that's determin'd. 


[Exit Emperonr. 
SCENE IIL 


Exter Proculus and Pontius, 


Proc. Befidts this, if you do it, you enjoy 
The noble name of Patrician, more than that too 
The Friend of Ceſar yare ſtiPd. There's nothing 
Within the of Rome, or preſent being, 
But you may ſafely fay is yours. 


Pont. Pray ſtay Sir. 5! 
What has AMcins done to be deſtroy'd ? Wa 
At leaſt I would have a Colour. id 

Proc. You have more. p "q 


Nay, all that can be given 3 he is a Traitor. 5h 
One, any man would ſtrike that ne a Subject. 2 
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Pont. Is he fo foul ? 
Proc. Yes, a moſt fearful-Traitor. | 
Pont. A fearful Plague upon thee, for thou ly'tz [Aſide. 
F ever thought the Souldiers would undo him, 
With their too much Aﬀection. 
Proc. You have it. 
They have brought him to Ambition. 
Pont. Then he is gone, 
Proc, The Emperour,-:out of a fooliſh Pity, 
Would fave him yet. 
Pont, Is he ſo mad ? 
Proc, He's madder, 
Would go to tWArmy to him. 
Pont, Would he o ? 
Proc. Yes Pontius, but we conſider. 
Pont, Wilcly. 
Proc. How elſe man, that the State lies in it > 
Pont. And your Liyes? 
Proc. And every. mans. 
Pont. He did me- [ Aretus here. 
All the diſgrace he could. 
Proc. And ſcurvily. 
P.zt, Out of a Miſchief meerly. Did you mark it ?- 
Proc. Yes, well enough. 
Now you have means to quit it 5 
The Deed done, take his Place, 
Pont, Pray iet me think on't, 
'Fis ten to onelT doit. © 
Proc. Do, and be happy —— [ Exit Proculus. 
Pont. This Emperor is made of nought but miſchief, 
Sure Murther was his Mother. None to lop 
But the main Link he had ? Upon my Conſcience, 
The man is truly honeſt, and that kills him. 
For to live here, and (tudy to be true, 
Is all one as to be a Traitor. Why ſhould he dye ? 
Have they not Slaves and Raſcals for their Offerings 3 
In full aboundance, Bawds, more than Beaſts for FE > 
Have they. not ſinging Whores enough, and Knaves beſides, 
And millions of ſuch Wartyrs to fink Charon, 
But the beſt Soas of Koxe muſt fall too ? I will ſhew him 


(Since 
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= he muſt dye) a way to do it truly. 
nd tho' he bears me hard, yet ſhall he know 
I'm born to make him bleſs me for a Blow. 


SCENE IV. 
Ezter Phidius, Aretus, and Acius. 


Aret. The Treaſon is too certain; fly my Lord. 
I heard that Villain Proculzs inſtru 
The deſperate Pontizs to diſpatch you here, 
Here in the Anti-Chamber. 

Phid. Curſt Wretches, 


—_— may eſcape to the Camp, wel hazard with you, 
ret. Loſe not your Life ſo baſely Sir ; you are arm'd, 
And many when they ſee your Sword, and know why, 


Muſt follow your Adventures. 

Fins. Get ye from me, 
Is not the Doom of Ceſar on this Body ? 
Do I not bear my laſt hour here now ſent me ? 
Am I not old Mins ever dying? 
You think this Tenderneſs and Love you bring me ; 
'Tis Treaſon and the ſtrength of Diſobedience 3 
And if ye tempt me further ye ſhall feel it. 
I ſeek the Camp for ſafety, when my Death, 
Ten times more glorious then my Life and laſting, 
Bids me be happy. Let Fools fear to dye, 
Or he that weds a Woman for his Honour, 
Dreaming no other Life to come but Kiſles. 
FEcins is not now to learn to ſuffer ; 
If ye dare ſhew a juſt affection, kill me, 
I ſtay but thoſe that muſt 3 why do ye weep ? 
Am I fo wretehed as to deſerve mens Pities ? 
Go, give your Tears to thoſe that loſe their worths, 
Bewail their miſerics : For me, wear Garlands, 
Drink Wine, and much. Sing P#ans to my Prailc, 
I am totriumph, Friends, and more than Ceſar, 
For Ceſar fears to dye, I love to dye. 

Phid. O my dear 
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FEcinus, No more, $0, go I ſay, 
Shew me not ſigns of forrow,. 1 deſervenone. 
Dare any man lament I ſhould dye nobly ? 
Whenl am dead, ſpeak honourably of me ; 
That is, preſerve my Memory from-dyjng, 
There if you needs muſt weep your ruin'd Maſter; 
A Tear or two will ſeem well ; This I charge'you, 
(Becauſe ye fay ye yet love old AEcius.) 
See my poor Body burnt, and ſome to fi 
About my Pile what I haverdone and (uffer'd. 
If Ceſar kill not that too: At your Banquets, 
When I am gone, if any chance to number 
The times that have been fad and dangerousY 
Say bow I fell, and *cis ſufficient. 
No morel ſay ; he that laments my end, 
By all the Gods, diſhonours me; be gone, 
And ſuddenly and wiſely from my Dangers, 
My Death is catching elle. 
Phid. We fear not dying. 
fEcins. Yet fear a wilful Death, the juſt Gods hate it, 
I need no Company to that, that Children 
Daredo alone, and Slaves are proud to-purchaſe, 
Live till your honeſties, as mine has done, 
Make this corrupted Age ſick of your Virtues, 
Then dye a Sacrifice, and then you'l know 
The noble uſe of dying well and Romars. 
"Aret. And muſt we leave you Sir ? 
fEcins, We muſt all dye, 
All leave our ſelves, it matters not where, when 
Nor how, ſo we dye well. And canthat man that does fo, 
Need Lamentation for him? Children weep 
Becauſe they have offended, or for fear ; 
Women for want of Will and Anger; is there 
In noble man, that truly feels both Poyles 
Of Life and Death, ſo: much of this weakneſs, 
Todrown a glorious Death in Child and Woman ? 
I am aſham'd to ſe& you, yet you move me, 
And were it not my Ma would accuſe me, . 
For covetous to live, I ſhould. weep with you. - 
P5id. O we (hall never ſee you more! 
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Aicimxs. Tis true. 
Nor I the Miſeries that Roxee (hall ſuffer, 


Which is a Benefit Life cannot reckon 

But what I have been, which is juſt and faithtul ; 
One that grew old for Rowe,. when Rome forgar him, 
And for he was an honelſt-man-durſt dye. 

Ye ſhall have daily with you, could that dye too, 

And I return no Traffick of my Travels, 

No Annals of old ZEcizs, but he lived. | 
My Friends, ye had cauſe to weep, and bitterly; 

The common overflows of tender Women 

And Children new born ; Crying were too little 

To ſhew me theri moſt 3 if Tears muſt be, 
I ſhould in juſtice weep em; and-for yous _ - 

You are to live, and yet behold thoſe Slaughters, 

The dry and wither*d bones of Death-would bleed at. 
But ſooner than I have time to think what muſt be, k 
I fear youl find what ſhall be. | 4 


If you love me, 

Let that word ſerve for all, Be gone, and leave me 3; 
I have ſome little praftice with my Soul, | 

And then the ſharpeſt Sword is welcomeſt — Go, 


Pray be gone. Ye have obey'd me living, 

Be not for ſhame now ſtubborn ——So -—[ thank ye———- 

And fare you well--— A better _——— ye. X 
Phid. What ſhall wedo to ſave our beſtlov'd Maſter?' -{ Aſide. 
Aret. Vie to Aﬀranizs, who with half a Legion FT. \ 

Lies in the old Subburs, all will riſe 

For the brave /Eciae. it, ; 
Phid. Tle to Maxim, f Y 

And lead him hither to' prevent this Murther, * 


Or help in the Revenge, which Vie'make ſure off} © 4 21 1? (4 
| [Exit Phidius and Aretus. 6 

FEcias. hear em come, who ſtrikes firſt? Iſtay for you. | 

, 4 ; = « 


vl 


S24. 


Exter Balbus, Chylax, Lyciniug' © 


Yet willI dye a Souldier, my Sword drawn, 
But againſt none. Why do you fear ? Cone forward. 


You were a Souldier Chylax. 
Cby. 
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Chy. Yes, I muſter'd, 
But never ſaw the Enemy. 
Lycin. He's arm'd. 
By Heav'n I dare not do it. 
fEcins. Why do you tremble ? 
I am to dye. Come ye not from Ceſar 
To that end ? ſpeak. 
Balb. We do, and we muſt kill you. 
Tis Ceſars Will. 
Chy. I charge you put your Sword up, 
That we may do it handſomly. 
\ FEcins, Ha, ha, ha ! 
My Sword up ! handſomely! where were you bred ? 
You are the merrie(t Murtherers, my Maſters, 
I ever met withal, Come forward, Fools. 
Why do you ſtare? Upon my Honour,Bawds, 
I will not ſtrike you. 
Lycin. Vie not be firſt. 
Balb, Nor I. 
Chy. You had belt dye quietly. The Emperor 
Sees how you bear your ſelf. 
FEcins. TI would dye, Raſcals, 
If you would kill me quietly. 
Balb. Plague on Proculus, 
He promis'd to bring a Captain hither, 
T hat has been usd to kill. 
FEcins, Te call the Guard, 
Uuleſs you kill me quickly, and proclaim 
What beaſtly, baſe, cowardly Companions 
The Emperor has truſted with his ſafety ; 
Nay, Ile give out you fell on my fide, Villains; 
Strike home you bawdy Slaves. 
Chy. He will kill us, 
I markt his hand, he waits but time to reach us ; 
Now do you offer. 
FEcius. If you do mangle me, 
And kill me not at two blows, or at three, 
Or not1o, ſtagger me, my Senſes fail me, 
Look to your felves. 
» Chy. I told ye. 
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Fins. Strike me manly, | 
And take a thouſand ſtroaks. [Enter Ponttus.. 
Balb. Here's P ontins. [Licinjus runs away. 
Pont. Not kill him yet ? 
Is this the Love you bear the Emperor? 
Nay, then I {ce you are Traitors all ; have at ye. 
by. Oh I am hurt; 
Balb. And I am killd —. [Exit Chylax and Balbus. 
Pont. Dye Bawds, 
As you have liv'd and flouriſht; 
Acins. Wretched Fellow, 
What haſt thou done ? 
Pont, KilPd them that durſt not kill, 
And you are next. 
EKcins, Art thou not Pontius 2 
Pont. Iam the ſame you caſt , Acins, 
And in the face of all the Camp difgrac'd- 
Acins, Then ſo much nobler, as thou art a Soldier, 
Shall my death be. Is it revenge provokt thee? 
Or art thou hired to kill me? 
Pont. Both. 
#cins. Then do it. 
Pont. Is that all ? 
FEcins, Yes. 
Pont. Would you not live ? 
FEcins. Why thould I? 
To thank thee for my Life ? 
Pont. Yes, if [ ſpare it. 
Acins, Be not deceiv'd, I was not made to thank 
For any Courteſie but killing me, 
A f:llow of thy Fortune. Do thy Duty, 
Pont. Do you not tear me ? 
Kcins, No. 
Pont. Nor love me for it ? 
Acins, That's as thou doſt thy Buſineſs. 
Pont. When you are dead, your Place is mine, AEcing; 
Acins, Now I fear thee, 
And not alone thee, Pontius, but the Empire. 
Pont. Why ? I can govern Sir. 
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Aicins, | would thou coul'd(t, wes 9 Wet 
And firſt thy ſelf : Thou canſt fight welt and bravely, k 


Thou can'ſt endure all Dangers, Heats, Colds, Wungers 
Heav*ns angry Flaſhes are not ſuddener, 
Then I have ſeen thee execute, nor more mortal, 
The winged feet-of fiying Enemies, 
I have ſtood and ſeen thee mow away like Ruſhes, 
And {ty kall zhe-Killge.3' were thy mind _ 
But half ſo {weet in Peace as rough in Dangers, 
I dy'd to leave a happy Heir behind me. 
Come (trike and be a General — —- 
Port. Prepare then, | 
And for I ſee your honour cannot lellen, : 
And 'twere a ſhame for me to ſtrike a dead man, 
Fight your ſhort ſpan our. 
FEicins. No. Thou know'ſt I muſt not 4 
I dare net give thee ſuch advantage of me 
As Diſobedience, 
Pont. Dare you not defend you 
Againſt your Enemy ? , 
Mcins, Not ſent from Ceſar ? 
8 have no power to make ſuch Enemies, 
For as I am condemn'd, my naked Sword 
Stands but a Hatchment by me, only held 
To ſhew I was a Souldier ; had not Cefar 
Chain'd all defence in this Doom. Let him dye, 
Old asI am, and quench'd with Scars and Sorrows, 
Yet would I make this witherd Arm do wonders, 
And open in-an Enemy ſuch wounds, 
Mercy would weep to look on. 
Port. Then have at you, 
And look upon me, and be ſure you fear not, 
Remember who you are, and why you live, 
And what I have been to you: Cry not hold, 
Nor think it baſe injuſtice-I (hauld kill thee. 
/Ecixs. 1 am ar'd far all. 
Pont, For now /Ecins, 
Thou fhalt behold and find I was no Traitor, {Pontius kills 
And as I do it, bleſs me—Dye as I do-—- hinſcl. 


FEcive. 
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' cine, Thou haſt deceivd me Poxtins, and I thank thee, 2 
By all my Hopes in Heav'n thou art a Roman. 

Port. To you what you ought to do this is not ; 
But noble Sir, you have been jealous of me, 
And held mein the Rank of perſons, 
And I muſt dying ſay it was but juſtice, 
You caſt me from my Credit, Yet believe me, 
For there is nothing now but truth to ſave me, 
And your forgiveneſs, tho? you hold me heinous 
And of a troubled Spirit that like fire 
Turns all to flames it meets with : You miſtook me, 
If I were Foe to any thing, 'twas eaſe, 
Want of the Souldiers due. —The Enemy. 
The nakedneſs we found at home, arid ſcorn 
Children of Peace and pleaſures, no regard 
Nor comfort for our Scars, nor how we got 'em ; 
To ruſty time that eats our Bodies up, # 
And even began to prey upon our hours, | & 
To Wants at home, and more than Wants, Abuſes ; ty 
To them that when the Enemy invaded, . 
Made us their Saints, but now the Sores of Rom: [4 
To ſilken Flattery, and Pride plain'd over, +: 
Forgetting with what Wind their Fathers fail'd, [he 
And under whoſe proteCtion their ſoft pleaſures is 
Grow full and numberleſs. To this I am Foe, x 
Not to the State or any point of Duty | 3 
f 


And let me ſpeak but what a Souldier may, 
Traly I ought to be ſo, yet I errd, 
Becauſe a far more noble Sufferer, 

Shew'd me the way to Patience, and I loſt it 3 $1 
This is the end I dye for, to live baſely, war 
And not the follower of him that bred me, Þ 
In fall account and Virtue, Portizs dares not, 'H 
Much leſs to out-live all that is good, and flatter. "if 

Acins. 1 want a Name to give thy Virtue, Souldier, 


For only good is far below thee, Pontius, "i 
' The Gods ſhall find thee one : Thou haſt faſhion'd Death We | 
In ſuch an excellent and beauteous manner, 16/6 
I wonder men can live! Canſt thou ſpeak one word more? 'z ! 


For thy words are ſuch —_— a Soul 
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Would chuſe to fiy to Heav'n in. ' 

Pont. A farewell, | 
Good noble General your hand: Forgive me, 
And think whatever was difpleaſing to you, 
Was none of mine, you cannot hve. 

Acins. I will not, 

Yet one word more. 

Pont. Dye nobly, Rome farewel, 

And Valentinian "I 

In joy you have given me a qu at 

I as ſtrike nd. Wound: FThad moreBreath [ Dies 

Ecins. Is there an hour of goodneſs beyond this ? 

Or any man that would outhive ſach Dymg > 

Would Ceſar double all my Honouts on me, 

And ſtick me o're with Favours like a Miſtrefs 3 

Yet would F grow to this man : T have Loy'd, 

But never doated on a Face till now. 

Oh Death! Thou art more than Beauty, and. thy Pleafurcs 
Beyond Poſterity : Come Friends and kill me. 

Ceſar be kind and ſend a thouſand Swords, 

The more the greater 'wtny fall: why ftay you? 

Comeand Vle kiſs your Weapons: fear me not; 

By all the Gods Ple honour ye for killing : 

Appear, or —_— the Court and World Ile ſearch ye, 

Ile follow ye, and ereI die-proclaim ye 

The Weeds of Italy ; thedrofs of Nature, 

Where are ye Villains, Traitors, Slaves — CEXit. 


SCENE VY. 
Valentinian azdthe Eunuch diſcover: on aConch.. 


Emp. Oh let 'me preG'theſe baltny Lipsall day, 
And bathe my Love-ſcorch'd Soul inthy moiſt Kiſles: 
Now by my Joys thowart all {weet and ſoft, : 
And chouthabecke Aker of my Eove, | 
Uponthy Beauties hourly will Toffer, 
And pour out Pleaſure and 'bleft'Sacriftce, 
To thedear memory ofimy Lucira, 


VALETINIAN 


No God, nor Goddeſs ever was ador'd 

wo _ eſyponhnn my Love ſhall be. 
or intheſecharming Raptures of 

Claſpt inthy Arms, Vle -_woa+— Amy 

And robthe ruin'd World of their great Lord, 

While to the Honour of Laciza's Name, 

I leave Mankind to mourn the loſs for ever. 


A SONG. 


F. 
Indneſs hath reſiileſs Charms, 
K AlI beſides can weakly move 3 
Fierceſs Anger it diſarms, 
And clips the wings of flyins Love. 


2. 
Beauty does the heart invade, 
Kindneſs only cax perſwade ; 
I: guilds the Lowers ſervile-chain, | 
d makes the Slave grow pleas'd and vain. 


Enter Acins with two Swords. 


Emp. Ha! . 
What deſperate Mad-man weary of his Being, 
Preſumes to preſs upon my happy Moments ? 


FEcins ? And arm'd > Whence comes this impious Boldneſs > 


Did not my Will, the Worlds moſt ſacred Law, 


Doom thee to die ? 

And dar'ſt thou in Rebellion be alive? 

Is Death more trightful grown than Diſobedience? 
FEcius. Not for a hated Life condeman'd by you, 

Which in your Service has been till expos'd x 

To Pain and Labours, Famine, Slaughter, Fire, 

And all the dreadful Toyls of horrid War! 

Am [I thus lowly laid before your feet ? 

For what mean Wretch, who has his Duty done, « 

Would care to live, when you declare him worthleſs ? 


If I mult fall, which your ſevere Disfavour 


L 2 Hath 
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Hath made the eafier and thenobler Choice, 
Yield me not up a wretched Sacrifice: | 
To the poor Spleen of a baſe Favourite, 
Let not vile Inſtruments deſtroy the man F. 
Whom once you lov'd : but let your hand beſtow 
That welcome Death your anger has decreed. 
_ [Lays his Sword at his feed, 
Emp. Go, feek the common Executioner 
Old man, thro? vanity and years grown mad, 
Or to reprieve thee from the Hangman' ſtroak, 
Go, uſe thy military Intereſt 
To beg a milder Death among the Guards, 
And tempt my kindÞd Wrath no more with folly, 
FEcius..l\|-counſelPd thankleſs Prince, you did indeed 
Beſtow that Office on a Souldier ; 
But in the Army could you hope to find 
With all your Bribes a Murderer of /Ecius ? 
Whom they fo long have follow'd, known-andown'd 
Their God in War? and thy good Genius ever ! 
. Speechleſs and cold without, upon the Ground 
The Souldier lyes, whote generous Death will teach 
Poſterity true Gratitude and Honour, 
And preſs as heavily upon thy Soul, 
Loſt V-lentinian, as thy barb*rous Rape. 
For which ſince Heav n alone muſt puniſh thee, 
Tledo Heavy*ns juſtice on thy baſe Aﬀiſter. [Runs at Lycias, 
Lycias. Save me, my Lord. | 
. Emp. Hold honeſt /Ecims, hold, 
L was too raſh. Oh ſpare the gentle Boy ! 
AndPle forgive thee all. 
Lycias.. Furies and Death. [ Dies. 
Emp. He bleeds! mourn ye Inhabitants of Heav'n ! 
For ſure my lovely Boy was one of you | 
But he 1s dead, and now ye may rejoyce, 
For ye have (ton him fromme, ſpitetul Powers ! 
Empire and Life | ever have deſpis'd, 
The vanity of Pride, of Hope and Fear, > 
In Love alone my Soul found real Joys ! 
And (till yeryrannize and croſs my Love. 
Oh that I had a Sword, [Throws bim a Sword. 
A To 
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To drive this raving Fool headlong to Hell. 
#fEcizs, Take your defire, and try if lawleſs Luſt: 

Can ſtand againſt Truth, Honeſty and Juſtice! 

I have my Wiſh. Gods!|Give you true Repentance, % 

And bleſs you ftill : beware of Maxime. 

[They fight. Acius runs on the Emp. Sword, and falls, Dies. 
Emp. Farewel dull Honeſty, which tho'defpisd, 

Canſt makethy owner run on certain Ruine. 

Old Hciws ! Where is now thy Namein War? 

Thy Intereſt with ſo many conquer'd Nations? 

The Souldiers Reverence, and the Peoples Love? 

Thy mighty Fame and Popularity ? 

With which thou kept'ſt me (till in certain fear, 
Depending on thee for. uncertain ſafety : 

Ah what a lamentable Wretch is he, 

Whourg'd by Fear or Sloth, yields up his pow'r 

To hope proteCtion from his Favourite ? 
Wallowing in Eaſe and Vice ? feels no Contempt, 

But wears theempty Name of Prince with ſcorn ? 

And lives a poor lead Pageant to his Slave ? 
Such have I been to thee, honeſt Afcins / 
L-, pow'r _ me in awe, thy pride in pain, 
Till now I livd but fince thart dead, Ne reign. 


Exter Phidius with Maximus. 


Phid. Behold my Lord the cruel Emperor, 
By whoſe tyrannick Doom the noble /Eciws 
Was judg'd todie. 

Emp. He was ſo, ſawcy Slave! 

Struck by this hand, here groveling at my feet 
The Traitor lyes ! as thou ſhalt do bold Villain ! 
Go to the Furies, carry my Defiance, 

And teM *em, Ceſar tears nor Earth nor Hell. 

Phid. Stay Hcius, and Ie wait thy mightier Ghoſt, 
Oh Maxime, thro' the long vault,of Death, + 
I hear thy Wite cry out, revenge me! 

Revenge me on the Raviſher! no more 
Aret#s comes to aid thee ! oh farewel! - ,  [ Dies; 
Emp. Ha | what not ſpeak yet?thou whoſe wrongs ae gpratcls 


[Kills bin. 
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'Or do the Horrors that we-have been doing, 
Amaze thy feeble Soul? It thou art a Rowar, | 
Anſwer the Emperor : Ceſar bids thee ſpeak. 

Max. A Roman ? Ha | And Ceſar bids thee ſpeak? 
Pronounce thy Wrongs, and tell 'em ore in Groans ; 
But oh the Story is inettable | 
Ceſar's Commands, back'd with the Eloquence 
Of all the inſpiring Gods, cannot declare it. 

Oh Emperor, thou Picture of aGlory ! 

Thou mangled Figure of a ruin'd Greatneſs ! 

Speak, ſaiſt thou ? Speak the Wrongs of Max;mus. 
Yes, I will ſpeak. Imperial Murderer! 

Ravilker ! Oh thou royal Villany! 

In Purple dipt to give a Glols to Miſchief. 

Yetere thy Death inriches my Revenge, 

And ſwells the Book of Fate, you ſtatelier Mad-man, 
Plac'd by the Gods upon a Precipice, 

To make thy Fall more dreadful. Why haſt thou lain 
Thy Friend ? thy only Stay for {inking Greatneſs ? 
What Frenzy, what blind Fury did pollels thee, 

To cut off thy right Hand, and fling it from thee ? 
For ſuch was /Ecins, 

Emp. Yes, and {ſuch art thous 
Joynt Traitorsto my Empire and my Glory. 

Put up thy Sword ; be gone for ever, leave me, 
Tho? Traitor, yet becauſe I once did wrong thee, 
Live like a vagrant Slave. I banilh thee. 

Max. Hold me you Gods and judg our Paſlons rightly, 
Leſt I ſhould kill him: kill this luxurious Worm, 

Ere yet a thought of Danger has awak'd him. 

End him even n the midſt of night-Debauches, 

Mounted upon a Tripos, drinking Healths 

With ſhallow Raſcals, Pimps, Bu ;and Bawds, 

Who with vile Laughter take himin their Arms, 

And bear the drunken Ceſar to his Bed, 

Where to the ſcandal of all Majelty, 

At every graſp he belches Provinces, 

Kiſſes oft Fame, and at the Empires ruine, 

Fnjoys his coſtly Whore. 

Emp. Peace Traitor, or thou dy'(t. 


I would affault thee if thou offer more. 
Mas. More ? By the immortal Gods I will awakethee z 


Ple rouze thee Ceſar, if ſtrang Reaſon can, 
If thou hadſtever fence of Roman Honour, 


Or th' imperial Genius ever warm'd thee. 


Why haſt thou us'd me thus ? for all my Service, 

My Toyls, my Frights, my Wounds in horrid War ? 
Why did(t thou tear the only Garland from me, 
That could make proud my Conqueſts? Oh ye Gods! 
If there beno ſuch thing as Right or Wrong, 

But Force alone muſt (waKow all 
Then to what purpoſe in ſo 
Were RomanLaws obferv'd or Heav'nobey'd ? 
If (till the Great for Eaſe or Vice were form'd, 


deſcents 


3 
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Tho? pale Lncina ſhould dire& thy Sword, 


Why did our firſt Kings toyl-? Why was the Plow 
Advanc'd to be the Pillar of the State > 


Why wastheluſtful Tarquir with his Houſe 
Expell'd, but for the R 
mp. I cannotbear 


He ſhocks me. Prithee Maxim no more. 


Reaſon no more 3 thou troubleſt me with Reaſon; 
Max. What ſervile-Raſcal, what moſt abje& Slave, 
That lick*d the Duſt where ere his Maſter trod, 
Bounded not from the Earth upon 
And ſhook his Chain, that heard of Brut#s Ven 
Who that ere heard the Cauſe, applauded not 
That Roman-Spirit, for 'his-great Revenge? 
Yet mine is more, and touches me far nearer :: 


his feet, 


Lucrece was not his Wife as ſhe-was mine, 


For ever raviſht, ever loſt Lucina. 


of bleeding Lycrece ? 
words. Vext Wretch nomore. 
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Emp. Ah name/her not ! That Name, thy Face, and Reafon, 


Are the three things on EarthT would avoid; 
Let me fo 


rget her, 
ebalf the Em ' 


we 


Heforgive thee all, 


to be gone.. 


Thus ſteel'd with ſuch a'Cauſe, what Soul but mine 


Had not upon the inftant ended thee ? 


Sworn in that moment, —C#ſer isno morez- 
And fol had. But will tell thee Tyrant,.. 


Fo make thee hate thy Guilt, and curſe-thy-Fears,. 


fEcins; 
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Fcius whom thou haſt (lain, prevented me; 
HEciws, who on this bloody Spot lyes murder'd 
By barb'rcous Ceſar, watcht my vow'd Revenge, - 
And from my Sword preſcrv'd ungrateful Ceſar. 
Emp. How then dar'it thou, viewing this great Example, 
With impious Arms aflault thy Emperor ? 
Max. Becauſe I have more Wit than Honeſty, 
More of thy \elf, more Villany than Vertue, 
More Paflton, more Revenge, and more Ambition, 
Than fooliſh Honour, and fantaſtick Glory. 
What ſhare your Empire? Sutter you to live ? 
After the imptous W rongs I have receiv'd, 
Could(t thouthus lull me, thou mightſtlaugh indeed. 
Emp. I am fatisfy*d that thou didſt ever hate me, 
Thy WifesRape therefore was an act of Juſtice, 
And ſo far thou haſt eas'd my tender Conſcience. 
Therefore to hope a Friendſhip from thee now, 
Were vain to me, asis the Worlds Continuance, 
Where ſolid pains ſucceed our ſenfleſs joys, 
And ſhortyw'd pleaſures fleet like paſhing Dreams. 
FEcizs, I mourn thy Fate as much as man 
Can doin my condition, that am going, . 
And therefore ſhould be buſie with my ſelf: 
Yet to thy memory I will allow 
Some grains of Time, arid drop ſome ſorrowing Tears. 
Oh /Ecimzs ! oh ! 
Max. Why this is right, my Lord, 
And if theſe Drops are orient, you will ſet - 
True Czſar, glorious in your going down, 
Tho? all the Journey of your Life was cloudy. 
Aliow at leaſt a Poſlibility, 
Where Thought is loſt, and think there may be Gods, . 
An unknown Countrey after you are dead, 
As well as there was one ere you were born. 
Emp. I've thought enough, and with that thought reſolve 
To mount Imperial from the burning Pile. 
I grieve for Acixs | Yes, I mourn him, Gods, 
As if I had met mv Father in the dark, _ 
And ſtriving for the Way had murder'd him. 
Oh ſacha faithful Friend! that when he knew 


VALENTINIAN © & # 
T hated him, and had contriv'd his Death, "| 
Yet then he ran his Heart upon my Sword, 
And gave a fatal mn of dying Love. 
. 'Tis now fit time, I've wrought you to m purpoſe 
Elſe at my entrance with a brutal Blow, ; 4 : 
T'd fell'd you like a Victim for the Altar, 
Not warn'd you thus, and arm'd youfor your hour, 
As if when ere Fate call'd a Ceſar home, 
The judging Gods lookt down to mark his dying. 
Emp. Oh ſubtil Traitor ! how he dallies with me? 
Think not thou ſawey Counſellor, my Slave, 
Tho' at this moment I ſhould feel thy Foot 1 
Upon my Neck, and Sword within my Bowels, q 


That I would ask a Life from thee, No Villain, - 
When once the Emperor is at thy Command, f 
Power, Lite and Glory muſt take leave for ever. 4 1 


Therefore prepare the utmoſt of thy malice z 

But totorment thee more, and ſhew how little * 
All thy Revenge can do, appears to Ceſar. 

Would the Gods raiſe Lxcina from the Grave, 

And fetter thee but while I might enjoy her, 
Before thy Face I'd raviſh her again. 

Max. Hark, hark Aretus, and the Legions come. 
Emp. Come all, Aretus, and the Rebel Legions 3 
Let Acis too part from the Gaol of Death, 

And run the flying race of Life again. 

Ile be the foremolt (till, and ſnatch freſh Glory 

To my laſt Gaſp, frye the contending World 3 
Garlands and Crowns too ſhall attend my Dying; 
Statuesand Temples, Altars ſhall be nid 

To my great Name, while your more vile Inſcriptions 
Time rots, and mouldring Clay is all your Portion. 


Enter Aretus and Souldiers. They kill the Enweror, 


Max. Lead me to Death or Empire, which you pleaſe, 
For both are <qual to a ruin'd man : 
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But fellow-Souldiers, if you are my Friends, ly 
Bring me to earth, that I may there find peace, bis 
Since Empire is too poor to make amends of 
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For half the Loſfes I have ne, 

A true Friend and a tender fai Wife, 

- The two bleſt Miracles of humane Life, 

Go now andfeck new Worlds to addto this, 
Search Heav®n for Bleſſings to enrich the gift, 
Bring Power and Pleaſure on the wings of Fame, 
And heap this Treaſure upon Maxime, 

You'l make a great man not a happy one 3 
Sorrows (o juſt as mine muſt never end, 


For my Love raviſh'd, and my murderd Friend, {Ex. owner. 


Epilogue. 
Written by a Perſon of Quality. 


, I'S well the Scene is laid remote from hence, 
Tr would bring in queſtion elſe our Author*s ſence. 

Two monſtrous things, produc'd for this our Age, 

And no where to be ſeen but on the Stage. 

A Woman raviſht, and « Great man wife, 

Nay honeſt too, without the leaſt diſeniſe. 

Another Charader deſerves great blame, 

A Cuckold daring to revenge his ſhame. 

Surly, ill-natur'd Roman, wanting wit, 

Angry when all true Engliſhmen ſubmit, C 

Witneſs the Horns of the well-headed Pit. 

Tell me ye fair ones, pray now tell me, why 

For ſuch a fault as this to bid me dye. 

Should Husbands thus command, and Wives obey, 

'Twould ſpoil our Audience for the next new Pugs 

Too many wanting who are here to day. 

For I ſuppoſe if ere that hapned to yee, 

"Twas force prevailed, yee ſaid he would undo yee. 

Struggling, cried out, but all alas in vain, 

Like me yee underwent the killing pain. 

Did you not pity me, lament each groan, 

When left with the wild Emperor alone 2 

IT know in thought yee kindly bore a part, 

Each had her Valentinian iz her heart. 
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